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¶ The pꝛologue. 


DOzde kynge of glozye 
7 Suche grace and luche vyctozye 


Thou lendeſt to kyngeBychard 
That neuer was founde coward, 
It is good to here Jeſtes 


\ * 
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Ot his pꝛo welle and his conqueltes 


Many romayns men make newe 
Of good knyghtes and of trewe 
Ol thepr dedes men rede romauns 
Bothe in Englonde and in Fraunce 
Ok Rowlande and of Olpucre 
Andof eucrydefepere _ 
Ol Alplaunder and of Charlemayne 
Ok kynge Arthur and of Gawapne;, 
How they were knyghtes good and curtoys 
Df Turppn and of Oger the danops 
Ok trope men rede in ryme 
What was by olde tyme 
Ok Hectoꝛ and of Achplles 
What folke they llewe in pꝛees 
In fraunce thele rymes were wzought 
Euery englyſſhe ne kneweit noughe 
Lewde man can frenſſhenone 
Of an hondzed vnneth one 
Neuertheles with gladde chere 
yt that yeWyll nowhere 
Newe Jeſtes J vnderſtonde 
Ok doughty knyghtesof Englonde 
Tyertozenow J wyll you rede 
Ot a kynge doughty of dede 


een 


KyngeBychatde was the beſte 
That is founde in ony Jeſte 
Now all that here this talkynge 
God gyue them good endynge 


¶ Here begynneththe hyſtozye of Kynge Ny⸗ 
Side cure du lyon / and fyrſt of his byzth. 


Ozdes harken now befozne 
* 


How kynge Bycharde was bone 

Bas fader was cleped kynge Harry 

In his tyme ſpkerly 

Ads I fyndein this ſawe 

Saynt Thomas was Jſlawe 

It Caunterburp befoze the auter ſtone 

There mpracles be done many one 

Whan he was. xx. wynter olde 

He was a kynge lwythe bolde 

He wolde no wyke 7 vnderſtonde 

With grete treſour thoughe they her konde 

Neuertheles his barons hym redde 

That he graunted them a wyfe to wedde 

Haſtclyhe lente his ſonde 

In to many a dpuers londe 

The fayreſt woman that was on lyue 

(They ſholde bzyngehym to wyue 

Meſſengers be redy dyght 

To ſhyppe they wente that lame nyght 

And thepr laple vp they dꝛowe 

The wynde them lerued well J nowe 

And they came amyddes the ſec 

No wyndes bzethe ne had he 
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(Therfoze they were lwythe wo 
Another ſhyppe they encountred tho 
Suche ne lawe they neuer none 

F02 it was ſo gay begone 

Cuery nayle with golde J graue 

Ot pure golde was his ſklauc 

Her maſt was of Juozy 

Ot lampte her layle wytly 

Her ropes all of whyte iplte 

As whyte as euer was ony mylke 
The noble ſhyppe was without 
With clothes ot golde ſpꝛed about 
And her lokte and her wyndlace 

All with golde depapnted was 

In the ſhyppe there were dyght 
Knygytes and lo2des of myght 

Anda lady therin was 

Bꝛyght as lonne thꝛowe the glas 
Her men abꝛode gan ſtonde 

And becked them with her honde 
And pꝛaped them koz to dweil 
And theyr auentures to tell 

They graunted all with ſkyll 

Foz to tell all her wpll 
To dyuerle londes do we wende 
F02 þynge Harry hath vs ſende 

Foz to ſeche hym a quene 

The fayrelt that myght on erth bene 
Up arole a kynge ot a chapre 
With that woꝛde and ſpake fayre 
(The chayze was of carbunkel ſtone 
Suche lawe they neuer none 


And other dukes hym beſyde 

Noble men of moche pꝛyde 

Ind welcomed the meſſengers ettetychone 
In to the chyppe they gan gone 
Thyrty knyghtes without lye 
Foz ſothe was in that company 

In that ryche ſhyppe they wente 

The mellengers that were lente 
Knyghtes and ladyes came them agayne 
Seuen ſcoze as men ſapne 

And welcomed them at one woꝛzde 
Clothes of ſylke were ſpꝛed on bozde 
The kynge than anone badde 
As it is in ryme radde 

That his doughter were fozth ket 
And in a chapre by hym ſet 
Trumpettes began to blowe 
She was let in a thzowe 
With. xx. knyghtes her aboute 

And double lo many of ladpes ſtoute 
All they began to knele her to 
J'02 it was realon ſo to do 
They ete and dꝛanke ct were glad 
Foz ſo the ryche kynge bad 
Whan they had done theyr mete 
Ok auentures they began to ſpeke 
The kynge them tolde in his reaſon 
How it came hym in a vyſpon 

In his lonre that he came fro 

In to Englonde koꝛ to go 

And his doughter that was hym dere 
Foꝛ to wende with hym in fere 


Vynge B. Te 
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And in this maner we be dyght 
Unto your londe to wende ryght 
Than anlwered a mellengere 
Hts name was cleped Barnagere 
Ferther wyll we ſeke nought 
To my loꝛde ſhe ſhall be bzought 
Whan he her with eyen doth le 
Full well apaped wyll he be 
The wpude role out of the noꝛth welt 
And lerued them with the beſt 
At the toure they gan aryue 
To londe the knyghtes wente blyue 
37 mellengers the kynge hath tolde 

f that lady fapre and bolde 
Chere he lape in toure 
The lady that was whyte as floure 
Kynge Harry gan hym loone dyght 
With erles barons and many a knyghe 
Apenſt that lady foz to wende 
Foz he was courteys and hende 
The damoplell to londe wasladde 
Clothes of golde befoze her ſpꝛadde 
The meſſengers on eche a ſyde 
And mpnſtrelles of moche pꝛyde 
Kynge Harry ipked her leynge 
That fayre lady and her fader the kynge 
Ind layd to hym ryght ſo 
ebe welcome all me to 
Lo weſtmynſter they wente in fere 
L.02dcs lad pes that there were 
TrumpeKes began foz to blowe 
To mete they wente in a thzowe 


Kknyghtes there ſerucd a good lpede 
Of theyr mete to tell it is no nede 
And after mete in hyenge 
Spehech Harry our kynge 

To the kynge that late in ſame 
Sood ſpr what is pour name 
My name he ſaydis Carbarrynge 
Ol antpoche J am the kynge 
He tolde hym his realon 
whym came in byſyon 

yr he ſayd I tell the 

F had bꝛought elles mozemeyne 
Many mo without fayle | 
And mo ſhyppes with vbytayle 

Pet alked he that lady bzyght 

What name my lady ye hyght 
Coſodozean without leſynge 

Thus anſwered lhe the kynge 
DPamoylell he ſayd bzyght and ſhene 
Wyll pe dwell and be my quene 

She anſwered with woꝛdes ſtyll 
Dyr J am ac my faders wyll 

Her fader graunted{wythe lone 

At your wyll it ſhall be done 

Haſtely that ſhe be wedde 

As a quene to a kynges bedde 

And pꝛayd hym fo2 his courteſy 

It myght be done all pꝛyuely 

The ſpoulynge was done that nyght 
Therat daunled many a knyght 
Moche Jope was them amonge 

A pꝛeeſt full ſoone the malle ſonge 
Byynge B. ＋ 


And whan it came to the lctacyowne 
Fn alwounpnge lhe fell downe 
The people than her (oze a dꝛadde 
n to a chambze ſhe was ladde 
he lapd koꝛ {am thus hent 
A dare ncuer ſe thelacrament 
Upon the moze her fader toke leue 
No lenger wolde he there be leue 
The kynge dwelled with his quene 
Chyldzen they had them byrwene 
Two lones and a mayd 
Fozſothe as the boke vs layd 
Bychardehyght the fyrſt Jwps 
Wherkoꝛze thele tomayns made is 
And Johan fozſothe that other was 
And theyr ſyſter hyght Copyas 
Thus they dwelled in fere 
CTypll the. x v. pere | 
Upon a daye befoze the rode 
The kynge at his maſſe ſtode 
There came an erle of grete poſte 
Ayr he layd how may this be 
That my lady the quene 
The lacrament dare not lene 
Gpue vs leue to do her dwell 
Fro the begpnnynge of the goſpell 
Tyll the maſſe be ſonge and layd 
And than ſhall pe le a queynt bꝛapd 
The kynge graunted with good wyll 
Foꝛ to holde her with ſtrength ſtyll 
Neyther foꝛ wele ne fo2 woo 
Let her not out ot the chyrche goo 


Ind whan the bell began to rynge 
Che pꝛeeſt ſholde make the lakerpnge 
Out of the chyrche lhe wolde awaye 
But the erle ſaydloonenaye 
He layd lady thou ſhalbe abyde 
402 ou tyynge that may betꝝ de 
She toke her doughter vpon her honde 
And Johan her loue (he wolde not wonde 
ac of the rote ſhe gan her dyght 
Openlp bekoze all theyrſyght 
Johan fe:l trome her in that onde 
And bzake his thygh on the grounde 
Aud wich her doughter lhe fied her waye 
 Tyatc neuer after (he was J ſey 

The &pnge wondzed of that thynge 
That ſhe made luche an endynge 
F02 loue that ſhe was lerued lo 
Wolde he neuer after come there ne go 
He let oꝛdeyne atter his endpnge 
Hs lone Rycharde to be kynge 
Crowned after kynge Harry 
Thus was Bychatde ſykerlp 
That was in his.xv.yere 
He was a man of grete powere 
Dedes ot atmes he gaue hym to 
Isfallet' foz kynges and knyghtes to do 
He waxed lo ſtronge and ſo wyght 
Apenſt hym had no man no myght 
In eucry ſtede he toke honoure 
As aà noble kynge and conqueroure 


¶ How kynge Bycharde made a Juſtynge. 
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He fyrſt pere that he was kynge 
0 At Salylburp he made a Juſtynge 

And commaũded euerp man to be there 
Bothe with ſhelde and with [pere 
Erles and barons euerychone 
At home ne dwelled neuer one 
On fozfeyturc on lyte and londe 
F02 nothynge that they ne wonde 
This was cryed J vnderſtonde 
Thozughout all Englonde 
All was foz to loke and le 
The knyghtes that beſt myght be 
There they came all at his wyll 
His commaundement to fulkpil 
The partpes wer: londer let 
Togyder they ran without let 


Kynge Bycharde gan hym dyſguyſe 
Ina tull ſtronge queyntyſe 
He came out of a valaye 
F02 to le of theyr plape, 
As a knyght auenturous 
His atyre was 62gulous 
All togyder cole blacke 
was his hozle without lacke 
Upon his creſte a rauen ſtode 
That yaned as he were Wode 
And aboute his necke a bell 
Wherfoze the reaſon Jlhall you teil 

The oynge of the rauen is 

In trauapll foꝛ to be Jwys 
Spygupfpaunce of the bell 

With holp chyrche to dwell 

And them tonoy and to greue 

That be not in the ryght vyleue 

He bare a ſhalte that was grete and ſtronge 
It was fourtene fotelonge 
And it was grete and ſtoute 
One and twenty inches aboute 
The tyrlt knygizt that he there mette 
Full egeriy he hym grette 
With a dent? ampd the ſhelde 
His hoſe he bure dobont in the felde 
And the kuyght tell to grounde 
Full nye deed in that ſtounde 
The nexte that he mette thare 
A grete ſtroke he hym bare 

His fozgette wit'? his coꝛnell tho 


His nccke he bꝛake there a two . 


His hozſe and he fell to grounde 

And dyed bothe in that ſtounde 
Rynge Bycharde gan houe c abyde 

f ony mo wolde to hym ryde 
Trumpettes began foꝛ to bio we 
Knyghtes Juſted in that rowe 
Another knyght hardy and good 
Sate ona ſtede rede as blode 
He dyde hym arme and well dyght 
In all that longed toſuche a knyght 
A ſhafte he toke grete and louge 
That was ſo heuy and ſtronge 
And lapd he wolde to hym ryd⸗ 
Vf he durſte hym abyde 
Trumpettes began to blowe than 
TTherbpy wyſte many a man 
That they ſholde Juſte mere 
The noble knyghtes that there were 
KyngeBychardeof hym was ware 
And aſpere to hym he bare 
And encountred hym in the kelde 
He bare awaye halfe his ſhelde 
His puſen ther with gan gone 
And allo his bzandeilct bone 
His vyler and his gozgere 
Hym repented that be came there 
Kynge Bycharde houed and behelde 
And thought to reſt hym in the felde 
Pt there were other knyght oz (wayne 
That wolde moze ryde hym agayne 
He lawe there wolde come none 
On his waye he gan fozth gone 


Into a wode out or theyr lygyr 
Ind in another tyre hehym dyght 
Upon a ſtede rede as blode 

With ail the tyre that on hym ſtode 
Hozſeand ſhelde armure and man 
That no man ſholde knowe hym than 
Upon his creſte a rede hounde 
Che tayle henge to the grounde 
That was lygnykycacpon 
The hethen tolke to bzynge downe 
Them to ſiee fo2 goddes loue 

And cryſten men to bꝛynge aboue 
Styll he houed and bode poze 
To them he thought to ryde moze 
He rode the thzonge all aboute 
Hehelde within and withoute 
A baron he lawe hym belyde 
To war de hym he gan ryde 
To a ſquyer he toke his lpere 
To hym he wolde it not bere 
Fozth he toke a manſell 
A ſtroke he thought to be let Well 
On his helme that was ſo ſtronge 
Okt that dente the fyꝛe out ſpzonge 
The baron tourned hym aſyde 
And layd felowe fozth thou ryde 
With thy ſperes go and playe 
Come no mote here Ithe pꝛape 
Ind ſpkerly pt thou do 

Thou ſhalte haue a knocke oꝛ two 
Kynge Bychatde wondzed in his thought 
That he let his ſtroke at nought 
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And came agapne by another waye 
Ind thought to wake a better pape 
In his ſtyrope vp he ſtode 

And ſmote to hym with Ire full mode 
He ſet his ſtroke on his pron hat 
But that other in his ſadell ſac 
Haſtely without woꝛdes mo 

His maſe he toke in his honde tho 
That was made cf yotpn bꝛas 
He wondꝛed who that it was 
Suche s ſtroke hehym lente 
That Zycharde feet out of his ſteropes wente 
Foz plate ne fo2 acketton 

Foz zaWberke ne foz cainpeſon 

Suche aſtroke he neuer had none oꝛe 

That dyde hym halfe lo noche loze 

Full ſwythe awape he gan ryde 

Out ot the pꝛees there beſyde 

To hym lelte he layd tho 

Ol luche ſtrokes kepe J no mo 

He wente adowne to a well 

And with his helme dꝛanke his fell 

And he watred his ſtede alſo 

In the thyrde atpre he let hym do 

All his atyre whyte as mylke 
His croper was of lylke 
Upon his ſhulder a croſſe rede 
That betokeneth goddes dede 
With his enem pes koꝛ to fyght 
To wynne the crolſe yk that he myght 
Upon his heed a doue whyte 
Syguptycacxon ot the holy lpp2yte 
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Co be bolde to wynne the pꝛyſe 
Ind dyſtroye goddes enempes 
To the kynge Bycharde gan hym dyght 
Than another noble knyght 
Fouke doly was his name 
The kynge hym loued foz his fame 
To hym a ſtroke he dyght | 
Well to paye with all his myght 
He lmote hym on his baſſenet 
Agrete dente without let 

It lwouned to his cheke bone 
Syr Fouke bad hymn foꝛth gone 
That he no lenger abyde 

In auenture yfony ſtroke betyde 
The kynge ſa we he kelte no ſoze 
Ind thought to gyue hym moze 
And another ſtroke he hym bꝛayde 
His male vpon his heed he layde 
With good wyll that ſtroke he ſet 
The baron thought he wolde hym let 
And with his heuy male ol ſtele 
There he gaue the kynge his dele 
That his helme all to roue 

And he ouer his ladell dꝛoue 

And his ſteropes he fozbare 

Suche a ſtroke had he neuer are 

He was ſo aſtonyed of that dente 
That nye he had his lpke lente 
Ind foz that ſtroke that hym was gyuen 
He ne wyſt whether it was daye 02 euen 
Tho he recouered of his lwowe 


To his palays he hym dzowe 


Thanhe commaundedhaſtely 
Herodes fo2 to make ctye 
And euerp man fo2 to wende 
Home to his owne krende 
The kynge anone a meſlengere 
Full pꝛeuely he ſente there 
To ſyt Thomas of multon 
That was a noble baron 
And to ſyr Fouke dely 
That they come to hym on hye 
Let them not dwell in no manere 
Bydde them come bothe in kere 
The meſſengers therwith wente 
And ſayd the kyngeatter them lente 
Swythe fozto come hym to 
Without delaye that it be do 
The knyghtes hyed aud were blythe 
To the kynge they wente lwythe 
And hendly they hym grette 
And he ihem toke and byhym ſette 
And ſayd to them woꝛdes free 
Welcome be ye now to me 
In eyther honde he toke one 
And in to a chambze they gone 
Quod BychardeſWete frendes twaye 
Tell me the lothe J youp:aye 
What knyghtes that rode beſt cours 
Ok this Juſtes paramours 
And whiche coude beſt his crafte 
Fo02 to demene wellhis ſhafce 
With dentes koz to fell his foog 
Whiche ol then wan the loog 


And who ſtyffeſt tymbꝛe bzake 
Quod Thomas one in a tyre blake 
Came pꝛyckynge ouer falo we and felde 
All that there was hym behelde 

how he rode as he were wode 
A tome he houed and withſtode 
On his creſte a rauen lwarte 
And he ne helde with neyther parte 
A hatte he bare ſtyfe and ſtronge 
Fourtene fote it was longe 

It was bothe ſtyffe and ſtoute 
Anone he aſked all the route 

vk onp durſt come and pꝛoue 
A cours fo; his lemmans loue 
With a knyght of auenturous here 
A yonge knyght a Joly bachelere 
Hente a ſhafte and ſtede beſtrode 
To the auenturous knyght he rode 
(The auenturous With hym met 
Suche a ſtroke on his ſhelde he ſet 
That hozſe and man ouerthꝛewe 
There was no wyght that hym knewe 
Trompettes pede herodes gaderpnge 


All the other knyghtes of hym had dzedynge 


To Julte with hym efte withlaunce 
The auenturous betyde lo kapre chaunce 
An hardy kuyght ſtoute and lauage 
Hente a ſhafte with ſtronge rage 
Nowhath he one of oures felde 
Woꝛth we neuer foz men telde 
Syth he hath done vs that dyſpyte 
pt he agaync palle quyte 
Bynge B. = 


& 


That kprſte he haue no knocke 
He pꝛycked fo2th fro all the flocke 
Witha ſhafte ſtoute andſquare 
Ampdde the cours than met they thare 
The auenturous [mote his ſhelde ampdde 
A wonders caſe our knyght betydde 
The auenturous feldehym with Ire 
Downe of his ſtede and bzake his [wyꝛe 
The thꝛe knyghtes to ſpeke began 
This is the deuyll and no man 
That our folke felleth and ſleeth 
Typde me lpke tyde me deeth 

I ſhall mete hym r J may 
The auenturous knyght with grete derap 
So harde to our knyght he dꝛoue 

His ſhelbe in two peces he cloue 
His ſhulder with his ſhafte he bꝛacke 
Ind bare hym ouer his hoꝛſe backe 
That he fell downe and bꝛake his arme 
He dyde hym no moze harme 

The auenturous tho tourned apene 
And houed ſtyll foz to lene 
Who wolde Juſte with hym moze 
Ok hym they were adꝛadde full ſoze 
No man durſte Juſte with hym elfte 
Leſte he them theyrlyfe berefte 
Whan he ſawe there came no mo 
He rode agayne there he came fro 
After the blacke another came 

All the folke gaue hym good name 
His hoꝛſe and his atyre was rede 
He lemed well to be a quede 


Aredehoundeon his helme about 
He came to ſeche and to pꝛoue 
Pf ony knyght Juſte wich hym dare 
Ok no man tho was he ware 
That hym made chalenge 
He rode downe tho by the renge 
The deuyll hym hange where euer he be 
J wote not what hym ayled at me 
His ſhafte tho his ſquyre he toke 
And behelde me with a grym loke 
And lmote me lo with his male 
e had be Jheſu cryſtes grace 
Oy lwyꝛe had gone awape 
I bad hym rypde foꝛth his waye 
And dele with foles as his ſelfe was 
Agapne he came by another pas 
And gaue me a wozſe buffate 
But ſtyll in my ſadell J late 
Than ſayd many a moders lone 
Alas ſyr Thomas ot multone 
That is ſmyten without (kyll 
My maſe Jhente with good wyll 
And lmote hym that all foikes ſaye 
Done of his hozfe withouten nape 
Whan Thad hym a ſtroke let 
And wolde haue blyſſed hym bet 
No mo ſtrokes wolde he abyde 
But àwape ſoone he gan ryde 
Whan multon had his tale tolde 
Syr Fouke doly a baron bolde 
Sapd to kynge Bycharde 
The thyrde there came loone after warde 
Aynge B. ＋ Batt, 


His atyre was whyte as ſnowe 
Therof manp one there lowe 
In his ſhelde a croſle rede as blode 
A whyte doue on his helme ſtode 
He houed ſtyll and behelde vs perne 
yk there were ony knyght lo ſterne 
So hardy a man and ſtronge of bones 
That durſt Juſte with hym ones 
There was none ſo ſtoute ne grym 
That durſt Juſte ones with hym 
Done by the renge he wente faſte 
To me he came at the laſte 
Foꝛlothe lyr kynge quod Fouke than 
J wende he had ben a ſymple man 
With his male on my baſſenct 
A ſtroke vpon my helme he ſet 
wich wꝛathe ſtronge and eger mapne 
That nygh all aſtonyed was my bzayne 
I ſpake to hym woꝛdes fe we 
And badde hym ryde wozth wood ſhzewe 
And plape with them that be thy pere 
pf thou come ofte in this manere 
Foz to be wyle I ſhall the teche 
Efte he came agayne to ſeche 
A wozſe ſtroke he gaue me tho 
Ind my male dꝛewe me to 
Anda ſtroke J hym let 
Euen vpon his baſſenet 
That bothe his ſtyropes he leſe 
And he hyed hym faſte cut of the pꝛeſe 
Home towarde the wodde bowe 
Nynge Bycharde late and faſtelowe 


And ſayd frendes lpkerly 

Take it not in greke koʒ it was J 
Whan ye were gadzed in fere 
Auenturous I came in this manere 
who was ſtrongeſt pou to aſſapve 
And who that coude beſt ſtrokes paye 
Loꝛdes he layd wote pe ought 
What J haue oꝛdeyned in thought 
(The holy londe to wende to 

We thze without onp mo 

All in palmers guple 
Tye holy londe to deuple 
To me i wolde that pe were lwoꝛzne 
No man to knowe it that is bozne 
Nepther foz wele ne foz woo 
(Tyll that we be come and goo 
They graunted hym his aſkynge 
Without ony withlayenge 
With hym to lyue and to dye 
Lettynge fo2 loue ne foʒ enupe 

On the boke they lapde theyr honde 
To that koʒ warde fo2 to ſtonde 
Tho they aſked all the 
Crewe ſwoꝛne foʒ to be 
Trompettes blewe and made crye 
To mete they wente haſtely 
And on the. xii.dape at ende 
They were redy foz to wende 
With pycke and wich ſlauayne 
As palmers 02 panayme 


CHow kynge Bychatde coke ſhyppynge. 
Kyynge B. Te B. ili. 
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_ Owthey draht them full pare 

Tgeſe thꝛe knyghtes loꝛ to fare 

Ii Theylect vplaylep wynde was good 
£\ ) 13) 4 And ſayled ouer the laltt flood 

— In to klaunders gs J vou lape 

Kynge Bycharde and his keres twape 

Foꝛth they wente with gladde chere 

Thozugh many londes farre and nere 
Tyllthey came to blaundys 

That is a coſte of moche pꝛyſe 

A noble ſhyppe they founde chare 

Ouer the lee koz to fare 


The layle Was reyſed in the ſhyppe ſtronge 
And in the lee they were longe * 
There they dwelled fozty dayes 
Foz to lerne the londeslayes 
Syth they dyde them to the ler 
Towarde Acrys that ryche cyte 
Andſofozth to malpdopne 

And to thecyteof Babplopne 
And lo foꝛth to ſyſare 
Of nynyue they were ware 
And alſo of Iherulalem 
And to the cyte ot bedleem 
Ind to the cyte of gandon turrp 
And allo to obedy 
And to the caſtell ot oʒgulous 
And to the cyteof apparylous 
To Jalfe and to (affrayne 
To bꝛyght and co betayne 
Thus they vylpted the holy londe 

How they myght it wynne to theyr honde 
And lyth home warde they them dyght 
To englonde with all theyr myght 
Whan thep had palled the grekes ſee 
In almapne the palmers thꝛe 
(There they wꝛeuqht oꝛ ther thens myght goo 
That tourned them to moche woo 
Flhallyou tell in what manere 
Nowharken all that ben here 
Agoos they dyght to theyr dynere 
In a tauerne there they were 
Kynge Rycharde the fyze ket 
And Thomas to the ſpyttehymCſet 
KyngeB. * 
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Fouke doly made the boſe 

Fulldere bought they the gole 

And as they were etynge theyr fyll 
Anone there came in a mynſtryll 

And layd good men lykerly 

Wyll pe haue ony mynſtrelſy 

LKynge Bycharde bad hym thens go 
That tourned them to moche wo _ 
The mynſtrell toke that in mynde 
Ind thought that they were vnkynde 
And yf J may they ſhall fozthynke 
Foz they bad meneytherete ned2ynke 
Foz gentylles ſholde bydden 

To glee men that aboute yeden 

Ok theyr mete wpne oz ale 
Foz lole ryſeth of mynſtrale 
They were englylſhe well he knewe 
By lpeche and lyght hyde and hewe 
Fo02 he wente in that tyde 
To a caſtell there beſyde 
And tolde the kynge all and ſome 
That thze men were to the cyte come 
Stronge men bolde and kere 

In the woꝛldeis not theyr pere 
Kynke Bychartde of englonde was the one man 
Fouke doly was that other than 

The thyrde Thotnas of Multon 
Noble knyghtes of renowne 

In palmers wede they be dyght 

That no man ſholde knowe them ryght 
To hym layd the zynge Jwys 

Chat thou halte pr it lothe is 


Thou ſhalte haue thy waryſowne 
And choſe thy ſelfea ryche towne 
The kynge cõmaũded his knyghtes 
To arme them in all myghtes 
And go and take them all thꝛe 
And (wythe bzynge them to me 
Fozth wente the knyghtes in fere 
And toke the palmers at theyr dynere 
(They were bꝛought befoze the kynge 
Ind heaſked them in hyenge 
Palmers heſayd whens beye 
Ok Englonde theyſayd we be 
What hyght thou kalowe ſayd the kynge 
Bycharde he ſayd without lelynge 

What hyght thou he ſayd to the elder man 
Fouke doly he anſwered than 
Ind what thou he layd gray here 
Thomas of multon helayd there 
Thekynge aſked them all thꝛe 
What they dyde in his countre 

I ſaye you without lyes 
Pe ſeme well to be ſpyes 
Ye haue ſlene my londe vp and downe 
I trowe ye thynke me ſome trealowne 
Joꝛ as moche as thou ſyr kynge 7 
And thy barons without leſynge 
Seme not to be thus dyght 
Tyerfoze pe (hall with law d ryght 
Ben uot ina ſtronge pꝛyſon 
Fo; ye thynke to do me treaſon 
Kynge Bycharde layd ſo mote J the 
Thou dooih vnryght thynketh me 
Kynge R. + 


C.t. 


Palmers thatgone by thewaye 
Them to pꝛylon nyghtoz daye 
Syr kynge foꝛ thy courteſy 
Do vs palmers no bylony 
Foz his loue that we haue longht 
Let vs go and greue vs nought 
Foz auentures that may betyde 
In ſtraunge londes where thou ryde 
The kynge commaunded anone 
In to pꝛylon them to done 
The po2ter J bnderſtonde 
(Toke Bychardeby the honde 

And his felawes with hym tyte 
Lenger had they no reſpyte 
Tyll that other daye at pzyme 
The kynges lone came in eupll tyme 
Mardꝛewe was his name 
He was a knyght ot grete fame 
He was grete ſtronge and fere 
In that londe was not his pere 
Poꝛter he layd J pꝛaye the 
(Thy pꝛploners lette me lee 
The poꝛter lapd all at pour wyll 
Erlp oz late loude oz ſtyll 
He bzought them fozth all thꝛe 
Bycharde fozmeſt tho came he 
Wardꝛewe ſpake to hym than 
Arte thou Bycharde the ſtronge man 
As men ape in eche londe 4 
Darſte thou ſtonde a buffctof my honde 
Ind to moꝛowe Jgyuc the leue 


Suche another me to gyug 


Inone kynge Bycharde 

Graunted to that fozwarde 

The kynges lone fyers and poute 

Gaue Brchatde an eere.cloute | 

(The fpze out of his eyen ſpꝛonge 

Bycharde thought he dyde hym Wꝛonge 

And ſ ware his othe by lapnt Martyn 

To mozowe J ſhall paye myn 

The kynges lone with good wyll 

Badde they ſholde haue theyr fyll 

Bothe ot dꝛynke and eke ok mete 

The beſt that they Wolde ete 

That they myght not awyte 

Foz feblencs his dente to lmyte 

And in to bedde be bꝛought to reſte 

To qupte his that he be pꝛeſte 

The kynges lone was curtele 

That nyght he made hym well at caſe 

Onthe mozowe Whan it was Taye 

Rycharde roſe as J you ſaye 

Ware he toke clere and bꝛyght 

And ſone a fyʒe he hym dyght 

And wexed his hondes by the fp2e 

DOuerthwarde and endlonge be vou lure 

A ſtrawes bꝛede thycke and mo2e 

Fo: he thought to [myte ſoꝛe 

With his honde he hath tyght 

To make a payne that he hath hyght 

The kynges lone came in than 

To holde foz warde as a trewe man 

And betoꝛe Rycharde he ſtode 

And ſpake to hym with Ire full mode 
puge B. * 
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Smyte he lapd with thy myght 
Thou haſt I fared well this nyght 

And yf J ſtope oz felde 

Kepe me neuer to bere ſhelde 

Under his cheke Bechardehis honde layde 
He that it lawe the ſothe layd 
Fleſſhe and lkynne awapye he tate 
That he fell do wne in grete care 
He all to bꝛake his cheke bone 
That he was deed as ony ſtone 
Aknyght ſterte to the kynge 
Ind tolde hym that tydynge 
Thar Rycharde had his ſone ſloo 
Alas he ſayd ho w (hall J doo 
With that woꝛde he fell to grounde 
As a man that was in wo bounde 
He foundzed and loſt his fete 
Knyghtes toke hym vp without lets 
And lapd lyr let be thy thought 
Nowit is it done helpeth nought 
The kynge lpake woꝛdes on hye 
To the knyghtes that ſtode hym bye 
Tell me lwythe of this cas 
In what maner that it done was 
Styll they ſtode euerychone 

Jo (020we myght they tell none 
with that noyle came the quene 
Alas ſhe layd how may this bene 
Why is this ſoꝛowe and this fare 
Who hath bꝛought you in cgre 
Dame he lad woteſt thou nought 
Thy lapre lone to deth is bꝛought 


Syth J was bozne to man 
Suche (020we had neuer woman 
All mp Joye is tourned to woo 
Foz ſoꝛowe J wolde mp lelfe ſloo 
1vhan the quene vnderſtode 
Foz grete care ſhe waxed ny wode 
Her kerchers ſhe dꝛewe and heer allo 
Alas ſhe lapd what ſhall J do 
She cratched her lelle in the vylage 
As a woman that was in a rage 
She fomed all on blode 
And rente her robe that ſhe in ſtode 
And ſayd alas that J was bozne 
That thus my lone haue fozlozne 
Loꝛde (he ſayd how may this be 
Thele knyghtes he layd tolde it me 
Now tell the ſothe the kynge ſapd than 
In what maner lape ye this dede began 
And but ye the lothe ley 
An eupll deth (hall pe dep 
The knyghtes called the Japlere 
And badde he ſholde ſtonde nere 
To bere wytnes of that ſawe 
In what maner he was ſlawe 
The Jayler ſayd yeſterdaye at pꝛyme 
Pour lone came in an euylltyme 
To the pzyſon doze to me 
And the palmers he wolde ſe 
Ind J fet them ſo2th anone 
Bycharbe fozmeſt gan gone 
Wardzewe aſked without let 
Ik he wolde ſtonde hym abuffet 

Kyngc . ＋ C. lil. 


Andhehym wolde another ſtonde 

As he was trewe knyght in londe 
Rycharde layd by this lyght 

Smyte on with all thy myght 

Bycharde had luche a ſtroke or Wardzewe 
That full nygh he hym ouerthꝛe we 
Bycharde he layd now bydde Jthe 

To moꝛowe another thou gyue me 
They departed in this wyle 
On the moꝛowe Bycharde began to ryle 
And your lone anone came 

And Bycharde ayenſt hym name 

As couenaunt was bytwene them twayne 
Bychatde lmote the lothe to ſayne 

Euen all a two his cheke bone 
That he fell deed as ony ſtone 
And as Jam lwoꝛue to pou here 
Thus it was in this mancre 
The kynge layd with eger wpll 
In p2yſon they ſhall be ſtyll 

And fetters Vpon theyr fcte feſte 
Fo: this dede done vnwzeſte 
And foꝛ he hath my ſone llawe 
He (hall dye by ryghtlawe 
{he Japlere pede ag he was ſent 

To do the kynges comaundement 
That daye ete they no mete 

Noz no dꝛynke myght they gete 

The kynges doughter laye in her boure 
Mith la dyes and mapdens ol honoure 
Margery her name hyght 


ShclokedBycharde with all her myght 


It the mydde daye befoze the none 
To the pꝛylon ſhe wente loone 
With her wente maydens the 

Porter dhe ſayd let me le 

The pꝛytoners haſtely 

Blythly he ſapd ſpkerly 

He bzought them foꝛth anone ryghe 

Fapꝛe they grette that lady bꝛyght 

And ſayd to ljer with herte fre 

With vs lady what wyll ye 

Whan ſhe ſawe Bycharde with her epen two 
er loue ſhe caſte vpon hym tho 

he ſayd Bycharde laue god aboue 
Ok all thynge mooſt F the loue 
Alas quod Bycharde in that ſtounde 
With wꝛonge J am bꝛought to grounde 
A pooꝛe pꝛyloner as pe map le 
What may my loue do to the 
This is the thyrde dape agone 
That mete noꝛ dꝛynke had J none 
The lady had ol hym pyte 

Certes it ſhall amended be 

She commaunded the Japlere 

Mete and dꝛynke to ketche them there 
And the $rons frome them take 
J pꝛape the foz my lake 


¶ Okt the loue bytwene þ kynges doughter and 
kynge Rycharde / and after how that kyngeBys 
charde ſlewe a lyon / and how he ete the herte of 
the lyon all rawe / wherfoze he hadde the name / 
ſtronge kynge Bycharde cure de lyon 
Vynge B. ma C.liit. 
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"Nd afterſouper in the euenynge 
; To my chambꝛe thou Bycharde bzynge 
In the tyre of a ſqupere 
My lelfe Jſhall kepe hym there 

By Jheſu cryſt and byſapnt Symon 
Thou ſhalte haue thy waryſon 
The Japler foꝛgate it nought 

To her chambze he hyin bꝛotight 
With that maydehe dwelled ſtyll 
And played with her his wyll 
Tyll the leuenth daye ſykerly 

He pede and came pꝛpuelp 

De was aſpyed of a knyght 

That to the chambꝛe heca ne ryght 
Pꝛpuelp he tolde the kynge 

That fozlayne was his doughter pinge 


The kynge aſked hym ſoone 
who hath he layd that dede done 
Bycharde he layd that traytour 

e hath done you the dyſhonour 
pr he layd by my cryſtendome 
Jlawe whan he wente and come 
The kynge in herte lyghed loze 
To hym lpake he tho no moze 
But lwythe without fayle 
Sente after his counlaple 

Erles and barons and wyleclerkes 
Foz to counſeyil hym of his werkes 
The mellengers gan fozth gone 
His counleyliours came anone 
By that it was che. ruli.daye 
They were come as Ipou ſaye 
All at ones they grette the kynge 
Sothe to laye without lelpnge 
He ſayd lozbes welcome be ye all 
He wente tozthin to the hall 
Amonge them the kynge hym let 
I ſhau pou tell without let 
Why J haue after you lente 
To gyue a traptour Jugement 
That hath done grete treaſon, 
Lynge Bycharde that is in my pzyſon 
Flthe them tolde in his ſawe 

How he had his (one Jflawe 

And he were deed than were Jayne 
Joꝛ he ſhall neuer home agayne 

And nowit is oꝛdeyned (0 

Men ſhall no kynge to deth do 


/ Tohym ſpake a bolde baron 
Hob came kynge Rycharde in pour pzyſon 
He is holden ſo noble akynge 
To hym dare no man do thyn Je 
The kynge tolde hym in all ple 
Hob he hym founde and in what guple 
And with hym other two baron 
Noble men of grete renduns 
J toke them through ſuipeccpon 
In th's maner to mppꝛy on 
He toke leue ot themcuetrochone 
Into a chambꝛe he bad tuem gone 
Foz to take thevr countapic 
That them myght beit aua ple 
In theyr ſpeche they dwelied thoꝛe 
Two dayes and ſomdele moze 
And ſtroue as they were wode 
With grete errour # Wich grete mode 
Some wolde hym hange and d2awe 
And ſome lapd it was no lawe 
On this maner to flee a kynge 
They ne myght accoꝛde foz no thynge 
The wyſeſt lapd verament 
We wyll gyue hym no Jugement 
Thus anlwered they the kynge 
Syr greue pou no thynge 
Foz ſyr Cidzede fozlothe Jwps 
He can ycu tell what beſt is 
Foz he is a wyle man of rede 
That many a man hath dampned to dede 
The kynge badde without lette 
That he Were be{02e hym ket te 
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De was bꝛought befo2c the kynge 

The whiche hym axed at his comynge 
Canſt thou me tell in what manere 
On Bychardethat J auenged were, 
He anſwered J tell the 

Theron J mult auyle me 

ve wote well it is no lawe 

Akynge to hange ne to d2awe 
Therfoze do by iny reaſon 

Haſtely take pour lyon 

And with holde hym his mete 

Thꝛe dayes that he noue ete 

And Uycharde in a chambze do 

And put the lyon than hym to 

In this mancr he (hall be llawe 
Than dooſt thou not ayenſt the lawe 
The lyon there ſhall hym (ico 

Than arte thou awꝛeked ok thy foo 
The mayde alpped of that reaſone 
And than bcthought her ioone 

And artet hym loone {he ſent 

To warnt hym of that Jugement 
Whan he to her chambze came than 
Welcome {ye {ayd mylemman 

My lozde hath oꝛdeyned thozugh rede 
The thyrde daye thou ſhalte be dede 
In to a chambꝛe thou ſhalte be do 
And a lyon ſhall be put the to 
That Call haue honger ic2e 
Than wote J well thou lyueſt no moze 
But lWete lemman layd ſhe thare 
Let bs out of this londe late 


with golde and ſyluer ; moche mony 
I nought to ſpende than haue J 
Bychardeſayd J vnderſtonde 
That were ayenſt the lawe ok londe 
Awaye to wende without leue 
The kynge J wyll not lo greue 
Of the lyon gyue J nought 
Hym to ſlee haue J thought 

By pꝛyme vpon the thyꝛde daye 
IJ wyll haue his herte to pꝛape 
Kerchers he aſked of ſplke 
Fourty elles as whyte as mpylke 
In to the pꝛyſon pe them bꝛynge 
Alptell befo2e the euenynge 
Whanit to the tyme came 

The mapde to pꝛylon the wap name 
And with her a noble knyght 
Thepr louper was redy dyght 
Bycharde and his tway fere 
Had y nought to theyr ſoupere 
And the pozteralſo 
She bad he ſholde lo do 
That nyght they were glad pnowe 
Euery man lyth to chambze dꝛowe 
And Bycharde and that lwete wyght 
Togyder d welled all that nyght 
And on the mozowe whan it was dare 
Bycharde badde her to wende awaye 
Maye ſhe layd by god aboue 
J hall here dye foz thy loue 
Byght now here J wyll abyde 
Though I holde to deth betyde 


Certes hens wyll Jnot wende 


Bycharde ſapd fayꝛe ladyfree 
But thou wende loone krome mee 
Thou ſhalte me greue ſoe 
Chat I ſhall loue the no moze 
(There apeuſt [he ſayd naye 
Lemman haue now good daye 
God that dyed on the tre 
Saue the pt his wyll be 

The keuerthefes he toke on honde 
And aboute his arme he wonde 
And thought in that ylke whyle 
To llee the lyon with lome gyle 
And lyngle in a kyrtell he ſtode 
And abode the lyon fyers and wode 
With that came the Japlere 

And other men that with hym were 
And the lyon them amonge 

His pa wes were ſtyſte and ſtronge 
The chambze doze they vndone 
And the lyon to hym is gone 
Bycharde ſayd helpe lozde Jheſu 
The lyon made to hym venu 
And woldehymhauealltorente 
Kynge Bycharde belyde hym glente 
The lyon on the bꝛeſte hym ſpurned 
That aboute he tourned 

The lyon was hongry and megre 
And bette his tayle to be egre 

He loked aboute as he were madde 


Abzode he all his pawes ſpzadde 


I hall take the grace that god wyll ſende 


He cryed lowde and paned wyde 
Rynge Bycharde bethoughthym that tyde 
what hym was bel} and to hym ſterte 
In at the thꝛote his honde he gerte 
And hente out the herte with his honde 
Lounge and all that he there fonde 
The lyon feli deed to the grounde 
Bycharde felte no wem ne wounde 
He kel! on his knees in that place 
And thanked Jheſu of his grace 
Thathym kepte frome ſhame and harme 
He toke the herte allo warme 
And bꝛought it fo2th in the hall 
Befoꝛe the kynge and his lozdes all 
The kvngt at mete late at the dele 
The eries barons pꝛoude in pꝛeſe i; 
The lalte on the table ſtode 1 
Vynge Bycharde thꝛyſte out all the blode 
And wette the herte in the lalte 
The kynge and his men hym behalte . 
Without bꝛede he it gan ete * 
The kynge wondzed and began to ſpcke . 
Iwys as J vnderſtonde can | 
This his the deuyll andno man 
He hath my ſtronge lyon ſlawe | 
The herte out of the body dꝛawe 
And hath it eten with good wyll 
He map be called with good ſkyll 
Cryſten kynge mooſt of renowne 
Stronge Bycharde cure delyowne 


Chow bynge Rycharde lente fo2 his raunlom 
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And curſed the tyme x he was bozne 
s lone hath he fozlozne 
And his doughter is fozlapne 
And this his lyon is thus flayne 
Erles and barons come hym to 
And the quene dyde allo 
And aſked what he was 
ye wote he layd all the cas 
Why that Jam in lozowe this houre 
Do2 Rycharde that ſtronge traptoure 
He hath wꝛought me fo moche woo 
And J ne map hym to deth doo 
Tberkoze IJ wyll at this ſake 
# Baunſom to2 his body take 


Foz my doughterthat is Jſhente 
Ayenſt the eſtate ok lacramente 
Ot euery chyrche that pzeſtes in ſynge 
And matyns ſynge and belles rynge 
There that two chalys be 

That one ſhall be bꝛought to me 

yt there be moꝛe than two 

The hake dele ſhall come me to 
whan J am lerued of that fe 
Than ſhall Bychatrde delpuered be 
And my doughter fo2 her outrage 
Shall fo2 goo herherytage 
Thus he ſayd it ſhall be do 

The barons graunted all therto 
Kynge Bycharde they after lente 
Foz to here theyr ozdaynemente 
whan he came in to the hall 

He grete the kynge and his men all 
The kynge lapd verament 

We haue ſoked your Jugement 
That thou ſhalte pape raunſones 
Foz the and fo thy barones 

Ok euerp chyrche in thy londe 
Thou ſhalte do come to my honde 
There that two chalps in be 
That one [hall be bzought to me 
And yk there be moe than two 
The halte dele ſhall be bꝛought me to 
Thoꝛugh thy londe wyte it wele 
Iwyl haue the halke dele 

And whan thou haſte made thy paye 
IJ gyue the leue to wende thy waye 


And my doughter with the alſo 
That agayne Ile her neuer mo 
Kynge Bycharde layd as thou hall tolde 
To that fozwarde J me holde 

Lynge Bychardecurteys and hende 
Sapd who ſhall foz my raunſom wends 
To Englonde to my chauncelere 
That my taunſom payed were 
Who that it dooth without fayle 
I (hal! hym quyte fo his trauayle 
Up there ſterte an hende knyght 
Thy meſſage J wyll do full ryght 
The kynge dyde a letter wꝛpte 

A good clerke dyde it endyte 

And made there in mencyon 

Leſſe and moꝛe of that raunlon 
Grete well as J you laye 
Mpyne archebyſſhoppes twaye 
And lo ye do my chauncelere 
Tolerue this letter in all manere 
Joꝛ nothpnge that they ne fayle 
Svykerlyit (hail them auaple 

His ſeale theron he hath let 

The knyght it toke without let 

He dyght hym and made hym pare 
In to Englonde foꝛ to fare 
Whan he was ouer the lc bꝛought 
To go his way fo2gate he nought 
To London he pede anone 
There he founde them euerychone 
He toke the letter as J youlaye 
To the archebylſſhoppes twape 
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And bad them to do it rede 
Foꝛ it is ſente foꝛ grete nede 
The chaunceler the leale bꝛake 
Soone they wyſte what it lpake 
The letter was rede amonge them all 
what therof ſholde bokall 
Howkynge Bycharde with treaſon 
In almapne dwelled foz raunſon 
The kynges lone he haty llapne 
And his douhhter eke fozlapne 
And allo ſlayne his lpone 
All theſe armes hath he done 
They made clerkes fo2 to wende 
To cuery chyrche fayre and hende 
Haſtely that it were lpedde 
And the treaſour to hym ledde 
Mellenger now layd he 
Thou ſhalte dwell and haue with the 
Fpue bylſhoppes to ryde the by 
And fyue barons ſpkerlp 
And other folke pnough with the 
In vs no defaute (hall be | 
 Ofeuery chyrche leſſe and moze 
(They gadercd that treaſoze 
And ouer the lee they wente 
Foz to make that fay2e pꝛeſente 
And whan they came the cyte to 
The kynge there they founde tho 
And lapd as they Were bethought 
Srr thy raunſom is hyther bꝛoͤught 
Take it all at pour wy!l 
Let go theſe men as it is ſkyll 


Tie kynge lapd J gyue them lene 
A (hall them no moe greue 

Fad toke his doughter by the honde 
Ind bad her lwythe voyde the londs 
he quene ſawe what wolde fall 
Her doughter to her ſhe gan call 

And layd thou ſhalte dwell with me 
TyllBpcharde ſende after the 

As a kynge dooth after his quene 
Thus J rede that it bene 
Bynge Rycharde and his feres twape 
To Englonde toke theyr wape 
Now they be come to Englonde 
Bleſlyd be IJhelu cryſtes ſonde 
He wente to London to that cyte 
His crles and his barons fre 
Thanked god of his good grace 
That theyr kynge was in that place 

His two feres wente ryght loone home 
Theyr krendes were glad that they come 
Tiey bathed theyr bodyes that were ſ(02e 
Fo: trauayll that theyhad had befoze 
Thus they dwelled halte a pere 
Amonge theyr frendes of grete powere 
CTyll they were able foz to ſtonde 
Che kynge commaunded though the londe 
At London to make a parlyament 

Ok his comyns and loꝛdes gent 
As they wolde ſaue theyr lyfe 
Oz theyr chyldꝛen oz theyr wyfe 
To Londen tohis ſommon 
Came byſſhoppes erles a many a baron 
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Abbottes pꝛyours knyghtes # ſqupers 

Burgeples and many bachelers 

All the beſt of his londe 

The kynges helte to vnderſtonde 

Betoꝛe that tyme the grete countre 

That was befoze the grekes lee 

Acrys and ſurrey and many londcs 

were in cryſten mennes hondes 

And the countre of Bedleem 

And allo Jheruſalem 

And Nazareth and Jeryco 

And all Galyce therto 

Eucry palmer and pylgryme 

That wolde theder gothat tyme 

- Myght paſle with good entente 
Without raunlomo2ony rente 
Other of iyluer oz of golde 
To euer v ſtede where they wolde 
Foundehe no man to myſſayne 
Nepther no hondes on hym layne 
Ok lurreplonde the duke myllon 
Was loꝛde in that ſtounde a bolde baron 

Maugre the lo wdan the londe he helde 

And kepte it well with ſpere and ſhelde 

He and the doughty erle Beynawte 

Full ofce gaue hym harde allawte 

And full ofte in batapll 

Slewe his knyghtes and pewtapll 

Ok laralynes that myſbylcued 

The lowdan therof was agreued 

Now harken of a treaſon ſtronge 


Ok the erle Boys was them amonge 


To whome the duke myllon truſt mekle 
And he was a traptout falſe and fehle 
Tye ſowdan ſtyll to hym lente 

And he alued hym londes and rente 
The cryſten hooſt to betrape 
who he hach wonne hym to pape 
Ofgolde many a thoulande pounde 
And he graunted hym that ſtounde 
Another traptour Markes feraunt 
He wyſte allo of that couenaunt 
And akter his cryſtendome fozloke 
And to the deuyll hym betoke 
And thozugh treaſon of the erle Bops 
Surrey was lozne and the holy croys 
The dukes rewarbe was hewe male 
All to peces ſayth our tale 
The duke myllon was fulllyfe 
He kledde out ofthe londe with his wyke 
De was erle of ſurrey londe 
Kyngebawdewpns lone J vnderſtonde 
That no man wyſte neuer ſythe 
Where he became ne in what kythe 

So this loſle and this pyte 

Spꝛonge in to all cryſtente 

An holy pope that hyght Urban 

Sente to all cryſtendome than 
And allopled them of theyr lynne 
And gaue them paradyle to wynne 
All that wyll theder gone 
To wꝛeke Ihelu ok his fone 
The kynge cf fraunce without faple 
Theder wente with moche vytaple 
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The duke ok bloys the duke of burgon 
The duke of eſtryche the duke of fuſſon 
Ind alſo the Emperour of almapne 
And many good knyghtes of bzytayne 
The erle of flaunders the crie of babelyne 
The erle of arteys the erle of Colyne 
Moche folke wente theder befoze 
That nygh had theyr lyues loze - 

With grete warreand hongerharde 

As pe may here after warde 

In harueſt after the natpupte 

Kynge Bycharde with grete ſolempnyte 

At weſtmynſter he helde a noble feſte 
WMith bylſhoppes and barons honeſte 
Abbottes pꝛyours and lwynes ſtronge 

After mete pede them amonge 
Kynge Rycharde ſtode vp and gan ſapne 

My lelte frendes wyll you lapne 

Be in peale and harken vnto my tale 

Erles barons grete and lmale 

Bylſhops abbotte lewde and lerned 
All cryſtendome map be afered 
The pope Urban hath vs ſente 
By bull and by comaundement 
How the ſotvdan hath kyght begon 
The towne of Acrys is J won 
Thoꝛugh the erle Boys trecherp 
All the kyngdomeoffſurry 
Jheruſalem and the croſſe is lozne 

Ind bedleem there Jhelu was bozne 

Cryſten knyghtes be hanged and dꝛawe 
The laraſynes hath them all llawe 


Cryſten men wyke and grome 
Therkoze my lozde pope of Bomt 
Is ſoze agreued and anoyed 
That cryſtendome is ſo dyſkroyed 

All cryſtendome he hath lente and bod 
And byddeth them in the name ok god 
To wende theder With grete hoolt 
Foz to fell the laralpnes booſt 
Wherkoze J haue mente 
To wende theder with lwerdes dente 
To wynne the crolle and gete the loſe 
Frendes what is pour purpole 

Wyll pe wende (aye ye 03 nay 
Erle baron knyght and all that may 
They ſayd we ben at one accozde 
With the to wende Bycharde our lozde 
Quod Bycharde frendes gramercy 
It is our honour lyſteneth why 

The kynge ol kraunce is wente foxth 
Kydeneſte and weſte ſouth and noꝛth 
Thozugh Englonde we wyll do crye 
And make a playne trealourye 
Moche folke the croſſe haue nome 
And to kynge Bycharde ben come 
On hoꝛle and on tote well apparaplled 
Thꝛe hondꝛed (hyppes Well vytaplled 
Dawberkes lwerdes and knyues 
Thyꝛty ſhyppes laden benlpues 
Ok tembꝛe grete and ſheldes longe 
He let make a toure ſtronge 
That quepnte engyners made 
Ther with thꝛe layppes were lade 
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Another ſhyppe was laden pet 
With a gynne that hyght robynet 
With Bychardea mangenell 
With all the takell that therto fell 
WU han they Were dyght and rare 
Out ol the heuen foz to fare 
Iheſu them ſente wpnde fo goode 
To bere them ouer the lalte flood 
Kynge Nycharde ſayd to his ſhypmen 
Frendcs do as J pou ken 

Ind mayſltcr Alpn trenchmere 
Where that ye come ferreand nere 
And ye mete by the lee ſtronde 
Shyppes of ony other londe 
Cryſten men on lyue and lymme 
Loke that ye no good benymme 
And yt ye the ſaralyns mete 
Lohe on lyue that pe none lete 
Catell dozmonde oz galapve 
Allo J gyuc it to your pꝛape 

But at the cytcof maryle 

There pe muſt abyde a whple 

By cable and auncker there to ryde 
Me and myn hooſt there to abyde 
Foz J and my knyghtes and eke (wayne 
Wyll wende thozugh out all almapne 
To ſpeke with Medarde the kynge 
To wetc vhy and foz what thynge 
That he me in his pꝛylon helde 

And but he wy treaſout agapne yelde 
That he toke of me with kalſſhede 

J lhall acqupte hym his mede 


Now thynketh Bycharde as J wenc 
Oz he kether goth auenged to bene 
Thus kynge Rychardeas pe map here 
Became goddes paͤlmere 
Ayenſt his enemps 

The archebyſſhop [yr bawdemps 
Befoze wente with knyghtes fyue 
By bourdes and by conſtantpue 
At the laſt there afterwarde 
Came the dougity kynge Rychrde 
Kynge Bycharde called his Juſtyſe 
Lo pe do at my deupſe 
My londe kepe with ſkyll and la we 
Traptours loke pe hange and dzawe 
In my ſtede (yall ye be here 
The byſſhop of Pozke my chauncelere 
A wyllic be at his wyll 

To werke after ryght and ſkyll 
That J here after here no ſtryfe + 
As ye wyll ſaue mp lpfe 

And in name of god almyght 

I bydde you rule the pooʒe a ryght 
There they helde vp theyr honde 
With ryght to rule all Englonde 
The byſſhop them gaue his bleſſpnge 
And bad fo2 them in chyrche to ſynge 
And pꝛayed Jhcſu cryſte hym ſpede 
In heuen to qupte hym his mede 
Thae hooſtes kynge Rycharde let make 
To hethenclle foz goddes ſake 
Jn the koꝛmeſt warde he wolde be 
With hardy men of grete poſte 
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That other ledeth Fouke doly 
Thomas the thyꝛde certapnly 
And euery hooſt gan with hym tede 
Fourty thouſande good at nede 
None therin but men of mygyt 
That were pꝛoude in warre to kyght 
Whan they were palled the le 
Sone he deled his hooſt in the 
Foz he wolde not the foike anope 
Ne theyr goodes not dyſtrope 
Ne no thynge take without pape 
The kynge comaunded alſo J (aye 
Euerp hoo from other ten myle 
Thus he ozdepned that wple 

Ju the myddell hym to ryde 
And his hooſtes abothe ſyde 
Foth he wente with gladde chere 
Thoꝛugh londes kerre and nere 
Tyll they came without enſoyne 

Vnto the cyte of colopne 

Tye hygh mapꝛe ot that cyte 
Commaunded as I tell the 

Chat no man ſholde ſell hym vytayle 
Foz no thynge that myght auaple 

Thc ſte warde tolde Nycharde the kynge 
Soone anone ok that tydpnge 

That he ne myght no vytaple bye 
Neytzer foꝛ loue ne fo2 monye 

Thus defended Medarde the kynge 
F92 he the hatech ouer all thynge 
Ano well he woteth that ye haue (woze 
All that pe take foz to pape foʒe 


ve wyll take with no mayſtry 
Therkoze he weneihſpkerly 
hat ye ne all haue mete none 

Thus he weneth thy men to ſlone 
L ynge Bycharde ſayd alſo hym thought 
That he ne ſhall lette vs nought 
Stewarde Jcommaunde the 
Bye vs veſſell grete plente 
Dyſſhes cuppes and ſawcers 
Bolles trowes and platters 
Fattes cowles and coſttelles 
Make our mete without les 
Whether ye wyll ſethe oz bake bꝛede 
And to pooꝛe men lo god pou rede 
That ye fynde in all the towne 
That they come to mete at my lommowne 
Whanthe mete was dzcllcd and dyght 
The kynge commaunded to a knygye 
Afcet the meyre fo2 to wende 
And other barons good and hende 
Anone thep were to the boꝛde let 

Ind fapze ſeruyce befoze them fec᷑ 
Aynge Bycharde aſked in hyenge 

Syr meyre where is thy loꝛde the kynge 
Syr he ſayd at gonozye 

Spkerly without lye 

And alſo my lady the quene 

The thyꝛde daye ye ſhall them ſene 
And margery his doughter fre 
That of thy comynge blythe wyll be 
They wylſhe as it is la we in lande 
A menlienger there came dꝛyuande 
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Upon a ſtede whyteas mylkc 
Al J trapped in tuly lylke 
With fyuehondzed belles ryngynge 
He came full merly lpngynge 

And do wne of his ſtede he alygh 
And grette kynge Bycharde aplyght 
The kynges doughter that is lo fre 
She the greteth well by ine 

With an hondꝛed knyghtes and mo 
She cometh oz ye to bedde go 
Kynge Bycharde layd hyenge 
Sheis welcome ouer all thynge 
He made at eaſe the meſſengere 
with glad ſemblaunt and merp chere 
And gaue hym a clothe of golde 
Foz he was with his lady withholde 
They came to hym that lame nyght 
The knyghtes and that lady bzyght 
whan kynge Bycharde myght her ſe 
Welcome lemman than ſayd he 
Eyther other began to kylle 
And made moche Jope and blyſſe 
There they lefte tyll it was daye 

On the mozowe they wente theyr waye 
And at myddaye befoze the none 
Thep came befoze a cyte ryghtſoone 
The name was hyght marburent ö 
There the kynge Bycharde mooſt lent | 
Soone his ſtewarde came hym to 

Syr hclayd how ſhall we do 
Suche vytayll as I bought peſterday 
Foz no golde gete it J ne may 
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Bynge Bycharde ſayd with herte fre 
Ot krupte here is grete plente 
Fygges and reyſyns in frayle 


And wexe ſomdele caſt therto 
Talowe and grece I meddlcd alſo 
And thus ye may cur mete make 
pthe that we may none other take 
There they d welled all that nyght 


On the moꝛowe to wende as it was tyght 


Unto the cyte of carpentras 

There kynge Medarde hym leife was 
Foz there myght he hym flee nought 
Thozugh the londe he had hym ſought 
The kynge wyſte Rycharde was come 
Well he wende to ben J nome 
And in pꝛyſon ay to be 

But yl my doughter helpe me 
She came to hym there he lat 
what now fader what is that 
Certes doughter J gete blame 
But thou me helpe J gete ſhame 
Certes lyr ſhe ſayd than 

Is Jam gentylwoman 

vt pe wyll be mylde of mode 

Kynge Bycharde ſhall do you but good 
But graume me with good wyll 
That he wyll ſaye to fulkyll 
And vou in his mercy dothe 
And he vou kyſſe ſhali without othe 
And alſo my lady the quene 

Good frendes ſhall pe bene 
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She toke her fader and with hym pede 
To kynge Bycharde as J you rede 
And eke erles and barons mo 

And fyfty knyghtes eke alſo 

Kynge Bycharde lawe how that he came 
Faye ayenſt hym the waye he name 
Kynge Medarde on knees hym ſette 
And kynge Bycharde there he grette 
And layd J am at thy wyll 

Quod Rycharde J wyll nought but ſkyll 
But ſo thou pelde agapne my treſoze 
A (hall the loue euer moze 
Loue the and be thy frende 
Quod kynge Medarde my lone hende 
Ichall the ſwere vpona boke 
BKedyts that Jof che toke 
And yf thou wylte moche moze 
Ok myne owne treloze 

wyll the gyue my peas to make 
ynge Bycharde gan hym in armes take 
And kyſte hym many tymes lythe 
They were frendes and made blythe 
That euer daye kynge Medarde 
Ete with kynge Rycharde 
And after meteſoone andſwythe 
Kynge Bycharde ſpake with chere blythe 
To the kynge that late hym by 
Welcome be pe ſpkerly | 
Syr foz loue J pꝛaye the 
Ok thy helpe to we nde with me 
To hethenes without fayle 
Foz goddes loue to gyue batayle 
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The kynge graunted all in gryth 
And all his realme to wende hym with 
And my ſelle ſyr therto 

Naye quod Bycharde J wyll not lo 
Thou arte to olde to beker in fyght 

I pꝛaye the that thou me dyght 
An hondꝛed knyghtes ſtyffe to ſtonde 
Ok the beſt in thy londe 

Foz a pere that it be done 
And of vytayll redy wone 
And ſqupers that fall them to 
The kynge graunted that to do 
Another thynge J ſhall the gyue 
That may the helpe whyle thou lyue 
wo ryche rynges of golde 
{he ſtones therin ben kull olde 
Fro hens to the londe of ynde 
Better ſhalte thou none fynde 
Fo: who that hach that one ſtone 
Water ne ſhall hym dꝛowne none 
That other ſtone who ſo it hathe 
Fpꝛe ne ſhall hym do no ſkathe 


¶ Howthe kynge ol fraunce 
betrayed kynge Bycharde, 


Vod kynge Nycharde lyr gramercy 
His knyghtes were all redy 
Sergeauntes ot armes andſquyers 
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With armes and with other vytaple 
Lynge Bycharde wente oy W his apparaple 
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Towarde marcell he gan ryde 
With his hooſt on eyther lyde 
Fouke doly and Thomas of multon 
with erles dukes &many a bolde baron 
Bychardes mayſter Roberte of leyceſter 
In Englonde was none his better 
And alſo (pr Roberte of turname 
Moche englyſſhe people with hym came 
And redy they founde theyt flete 
Charged with armure dꝛynke and mete 
They ſhypped armure man and ſtede 
And other ſtoze folke to fede 

{They Chypped all by the ſec ſtronde 
To wende in ts the holylonde 
The wynde was bothe good and kene 
And dꝛoue them ouer in to mellene 
Bekoꝛe the gates of the gryffons 
Kynge Bycharde pyght his pauylyons 
The kynge of fraunce there he founde 
In pauylyons ſquare and rounde 
And eyther ofthem kyſte other 
And became [wozne bzother 
To wende in to the holy londe 
To wꝛeke Jheſu J vnderſtonde 

A treaſon thought the kynge ol fraunce 
To do kynge Bychatde dyſtaunce 
To kynge Tanker he ſente a wzytte 
That tourned hym to lytell wytte 
The kynge Bycharde with ſtrength ol honde 
Wolde hym haue dꝛruen out ol his lonbe 
Tanker kynge ol puple was | 
Fo: this wzyte he layd alas 


te ſente anone his meſſenger 
To his ſone that hyght Roger 
That was kynge or Cylyle londe 
He ſholde come to his honde 
And lente afcer his barownes 
Ecles and lozdes ot renownes 
And whan they were comen euerpchone 
The kynge layd to them anone 
And tolde how the kynge of fraunce 
Dad hym warned of a dyſtaunce 
Kynge Roger ſpake tyrſte aboue 
And lmote pcas with his gloue 
Mercy m tader at this tyme 
Kynge Bycharde is a pylgryme 
And croſſed in to the holp ilondee 
(That wꝛpte lyeth Þ vnder ſtonde 
F darefoz kynge Bycharde (were 
That he neuer thought you to fere 
But ſende to hym a mellengere 
That he come vnto you here 
He wyll come to pou kull ſoone 
And his thought he wyll tell you anone 
The kynge was glad of that counſaple 
And lente atter hym without fayle 

On the moꝛo we he came to hym J wps 
In to the ryche cyte of thys 
And founde kynge Tanker in his hall 
Amonge his erles and barons all 
Eyther gret te other in fayze maner 
With mylde wo2des and deboner 
Than layd Tanker to kynge Bycharde 
Lo Cyr kynge by ſaynt Le cnatde 


It is done me foꝛ to wytte 
Oka krende here ryght well wꝛytte 
That thou arte come with grete powere 
Foꝛ to reue me oł my londes here 
Thou were fayze to be a pylgrym 
Foz to ſlee many a paynym 
Than foz to greue a cryſten kynge 
That neuer the myſdyde no thynge 
Lynge Rycharde Was ſoze alſhamed 
Ind alſo of his woꝛdes agramd 
And layd Tanker thou arte myſtought 
Foz to haue this in thy thought 
And ſuche a rage on me to bere : 
That I the ſholde with armes dere 
Suche a trealon on me to touche ' 
And on mp kleſſhe J bere the crouche 

Ine wyll dwell here but a dape 

To moꝛowe J wyll wende my waye 

And I pꝛape the ſyr Tanker kynge 

Vꝛocure me none eupll thynge 

Foz many men weneth to greue other 

And on his heed kalleth the fother 
Foz who ſo wayteth me delpyte 
Lym ſelſe ſhall nought paſſe quyte 
Syr quod Tanker be not wꝛothe foz this 
Lo here are the letter fozlothe Jwys 
That the kynge ol fraunce me lente 
That other daye in pꝛelente 
K»nge Nycharde ſawe a vnderſtode 
The kynge of fraunce wolde hym no gode 
ynge Rycharde and kynge Tanker kyſte 
And were frendes with the beſte f 
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:. NuodkyngeBychardeſyth it is lo 


That myght bein ony londe 
J loued be Fhelu cryſtes ſonde 
KyngeBycharde wente agapne well ſyll 
And ſuffced the frenſſhe kynges wyll 

He vndyde his treloze 

And bought hym beſtes to his ſtoze 

he let bothe lalte and ſlene 

Thee thouſande of oxen and kene 
Swyne and ſhepeſo many alſo 
No man coude tell tho 

And of fyſſhe foules and benyſon 

Ine can nought acccount in ryght reaſon 
The kynge of fraunce without wene 
Lape in the cyte of meſſene 

And kynge Bycharde without the wall 
Under che houſe ot the holpytall 
The englylſhe men Wente to ſhyppynge 
And oftehenteharde knockynge 
The frenſlhe and gryffons.downe ryghtes 
Slewe there our englyſſhe knyghtes 
Kkynke Bycharde herde of that dyſtaunce 
And playned to the kynge of fraunce 
And he anſweredhe had no wardes 
Ok the englylſhe taylardes 


Chale thy gryltons yt thou myght 
Foz of my men geteſt thou no ryght 


wote well what Jhaue to do 
(hall me of them lo awzeke 
That all the wozlde therof ſhall ſpeke 
Cryſtmaſſe is a tyme full honeſte 

KyngeBycharde it honoured with grete faſte 


All his clerkes and batons 
were let in theyr pauylyons 
And ſerued with grete plente 
Ok mete and dꝛynke and eche deynte 
Than came there a knyght in grete haſte 
Unneth he myght dꝛawe his blaſte 
He fell on knees and thus he ſayd 
Mercy Bycharde foz Mary mayde 
With thefrenſſhe men and the gryffownes 
My bꝛother lyeth ſlayne in the townes 
And with hym lyeth (lapne fyftene 
Df thy knyghtes good and kene 
This daye and peſterdape J tolde arowe 
That lyxe and thyꝛty they had J [lowe 
Faſte leſſeth your englylſhe hepe 
Good ſyr take good kepe 
A wꝛeke vs ſyr manly 
Oz we ſhall haſtely 

Flce perull J vnderſtonde 
And tourne agayne to eng:onde 

Kynge Bycharde was w2othe &eger of mode 
And began to ſtare as he were wode 

The table with his fote he ſmote 
That it wente on the erth fote hote 
And lwoꝛe he wolde be awꝛeked in haſte 
He wolde not wende foz cryſtes faſte 
The hygh dayeofcryſtmaſſe 

(They gan them arme moze and laſſe 
Bekoze wente kynge Bycharde 
The erle ot ſalplburp afterwarde 
That was called by that daye 


Syr wyllpam the longe lpape 


Cheerleof leyſeſtre the erle of herdfozde 
Fulll comly folowed they theprlozde 
Erles barons and ſqupers 

Bowmen and arblaſteres 
With kynge Bycharve thepganreke 
Dffrenllhe and gryitons to be awzeke 
Thetfolke of chat cyte aſpyed rathe 
That en glylſhe men wolde do them ſkathe 
They lHette haſtely the gate 
With barres that they rounde therate 
And ſwythe they ranne on the wall 
And ſhotte with bowe and ſpzyngall 
And called our men ſaunce tayle 
FIwaye dogges with your taple 
Foz all pout booſt and pont ozguple 
Men ſhall thzeſte in your cuple 
Thus they mpldyde and mpflapde 

All that daye kynge Bycharde they trayde 
Our kynge thatdaye fo2 no nede 

In batayll myght no thyngc (pede 

Ona npght kynge Bycharde & his batons 
Wente to theyr pauylyous 

who that (lepte oꝛ who that woke 
That nyght kynge Bychardeno reſt coke 
On the mo20we he of lente his counſepllers 
Ot the poztes the mayſter marpners 
Lozdpuges helayd ye ben with me 
Pour counſeyli ougyt foz to be pꝛyus 
All we ſholde vs venge fonde 

With queyntyle and with ſtrength ol honde 
Or kreulſhe and ol grylkons 
That haue dylpyſed our nacrons 


m 
god and ſaynt 


his lab 
All ty haue e 


Cerges and hardes his folke all 
Ryght befoze the cyte wall 
His hooſt he let at ones crpe 
Men mygyt it here in the ſkye 
Now let come tie frenſſhe loſardes 
And gyue batayil to the taplardes 
pe frenlſhe men them armed all 
And ranne on faſt vpon the wall 
And began the englylſhe foz to aſlaple 
here began a ſtionge bataple 

The englylſhe ſhotte with arblaſt # bowe 
Frenſſhe and gryTons felde and ſlowe 
The galeys came vnto the cyte 

And had nygh wonne entre 
And harde myned vader the wall 
That many gryſtons gan downe fall 
With hoked arowes and cke quarelles 
Helde them out of the tourelles 

And bꝛake boche legges and armes 
And eke theyr neckes it was none harmes 
The frenllhe men came to the ſtoure 
And caſte wylde fy2e out of the toure 
Wherwith J wote fozlothe Jwys 
They bzente and llewe manyenglyſſhe 

Ind the eng: ylſhe men defended them welee 
With good ſwerdes of b2oWne ſtele 
And lle we ot them lo grete chepes 
That there lape moche kolke on hepes 
And at che londe gate kynge Bycharde 
Helde his alla wte ipue harde 
And ſo mauip he cose one 
Helelte ot his men neuer one 


* 


He loked beſyde and ſawe houe 
A knyght that tolde hym with a gloue 
Bynge Bycharde and he hym tolde 
Tales in Englyſſhe ſtoute and bolde 
A loꝛde he ſayd J aſpye now ryght 
I thynge that maketh mn herte lyght 
Here he ſayd is agate one 

That hath warde ryght none 

The folte is gone to the water toure 
Foz to do them theyr (ocoure 
And there we may without dente 
Entrein now verament 

Blythe therof was kynge Kycharde 
Stoutly he wente theder warde 

Manp a knyght doughty of dede 
After pꝛycked vpon theyr ſtede 
Kynge Bycharde entred without dꝛede 
Hym folowed full grete ferhede 
His baner vpon the wall he pulte 
Manpa gryffon it byhulte 

As greyhoundes ſtryken out of leſe 
Kynge Bycharde thꝛeſte amonge the pꝛeſe 
Seuen chaynes with his good [werde 
Our kynge foꝛ carfe a mydwarde 
That were d2zawen foz grete doute 
Within the gates and without 
Poꝛcules and gates vp he wan 
Ind lette come in euery man 

Men myghtle by ſtrete and lane 
Frenlſhe and gryffons gaue bane 
And ſome to hozſe ran in haſte 
Does and wyndowes barred faſte 


And euer men bare them bp with letours 
And ſlewe them with grete vygours 
All that they founde a penſt them ſtonde 
Paſſed thozugh dethes honde 

They bꝛake cofers and toke treſours 
Golde and ſpluer and countours 
Jewelles ſtones and ſpycery 
All that they founde in treſoury 
There was none of englyllhe blode 
That he ne had as moche gode 

As they wolde dꝛawe oz bere A "ZE ; 
To ſhyppeoz to pauylyons Iſwere J 7 „ 22nd 
And euer cryed kynge Nycharde i.) ./ 


| Sleedowne cuery frenſſhecowarde ; uh. man, 

And ken them in bataylles fry > 
That pe haue no taples ee 
The kynge of fraunce came pꝛyekynge D 

Ayenſt Rycharde our kynge | AP 


And fell on knees downe of his ho2s 
And bad mercy foz goddes coꝛps 
Foz the crowne and foꝛ the loue 
Ok Jhelu cryſte kynge aboue 
And foz the vyage and fo the croſe 
He ſholde be ingree and take loſe 
And he wolde haue honde take 
They ſholde amende all the wzake 
They that had hym oz his 
Ony thynge done amys 
Kynge Bycharde had grete pyte 
Df the kynge of frauince that lat on kene 
And lyght downe lo ſapth the boke 
And in his armes vp hym toge 
Kyngc R. ＋ 
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And ſapd it ſholde be peas ſtyll 
And yelde the twone all to his wyll 
And bad hym nought greue hym tho 
Though he venged hym of his fo 
That had his good knyghtes quelde 
And eke on hym deſpyte F telbe 
The kynge of fraunce gan to pꝛeche 
And bad Bycharde be his loules leche 
And the treſoure pelde agayne than 
That he had take of every man 
And elles he ne myght in goddes pape 
To Jheruſalem take the waye 
KyngeBychardeſayd with theyr treſoure 
They myght nought amende the dyſhonoure 
And that they haue done me oz this 
And ſyr alſo thou dyde amys 
Whan thou lenteſt to Tanker the kynge 
To appapꝛe me with thy lelpnge 
We haue to Jherulalem the waye (Wozne = 
Who bꝛeketh our pylgrymagehets fozlozne 
Ohe that maketh ony medlaye 
Bytwene vs twoin this waye 
Whan abbated was that dyſtaunce 
There came two Juſtyces of fraunce 
Upon two ſtedes ryde 
And kyngeBycharde they ganchyde 
That one was hyght Margaryte 
That other ſyr Hewe Impetyte 
Swythe loꝛe they hym trayde 
Cleped taplarde and myllapde 
Kynge Bycharde helde a tronchon tews 
And to them two he hym dꝛewe 


W4 


They myght well bye thepr chafere 


Margaryte he gaue a dente than 
Aboue the eye vpon the pan 


' (Theſkull bzake with that dente 
Che rygh 


t eye flewe out quptemente 
And he fell downe deed in haſte 

ewe of Impet pte was agalte 

nd pꝛycked awaye without faple 
Ind Bycharde was ſoone at his tayle 
And gaue hym a ſtroke on the molde 
(That deed he thought be he ſholde 
Ternes and quernes he gaue hym there 
And ſayd ſyr thus thou ſhalte lere 
To mplape thy ouerhedlynge 

Go playne now to your frenlſhe kynge 
In archebyſſhop came full ſoone 

He kell on knees and badde a bone 

Of kynge Rycharde he had his grace 
That he wolde leue his ſtryte in that place 
And there no moe harme do 
F02 goddes loue the people to 
Kynge Bycharde graunted then 
And dꝛewe to pauylxon all his men 
To this dape men map here ſpeke 
Hob the englylſhe were there awzeke 
All the whyle that they were there 


There was none ſo hardy a man 
That one euyll woꝛde ſpake gan 


¶ Howthꝛe of kynge Rychardes ſhyppes 
were perylſhed in the lee / and how the em⸗ 
perour put his men in pzyſon | 
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vnge Bycharde in peas and reſte 
Fro cryſtmalle the hygh feſte 
I DVwelled there tyll after the lente 
S 3nd than on his wayehe wente 
In marche moneth the kynge of fraunce 
Wente to ſhyppe without dyſtaunce 
Whan he was gone ſoone afterwarde 
Came the doughty kynge Bycharde 
Foꝛth towarde Acrys wende he wolde 
With moche ſtoꝛe of lpluer and golde 
Foure ſhyppes were charged J fande 
Towarde Cypꝛys all laplande 
Charged with treſour euery dell 
And loone a ſozowfull caas there fell 
Agrete tempeſt aroſe ſondapnly 
That laſted fyue dayes ſpkerly 


It bake theyr maſte and theyr oꝛe 
And theyr takell leſle and moze 7 
Anker bothe ſpꝛette and rother 1 
Hopes co2des one and other þ 
And were in poynt to lynke adovwne 
As they came ayenſt the lymoſowne 
Che thꝛe ſhyppes ryght anone 
All to bzake apenſt the ſtone 
All to peces they to tare 
Unneth the folke ſaued ware 
The marpners vnneth it with helde 
That ſhyppelefte in the ſhelde 
oz the pryſfons with ſharpe woꝛdes 
Some with axes and ſome with [werdes 
Grete ſlaughter of our englylſhe maked 
And lpopled the quycke all naked 
Spxtene hondzed they bzought on lyue 
And in co pꝛylon hondzedes fyue 
And allo naked ſyxty (coze 
As they were ol theyr moders boze 
Ok the ſhyppes bzekynge they were blythe 
The Juſtyces of Cypꝛys ran full ſwythe 
And dzewe vp cofers many folde 
Full of ſyluer and of golde 
Dylſhes cuppes bꝛaches and rynges 
Cuppes of golde and ryche thynges 
No man bp ſouth ne by nozth 
Ne coude account what it was wozth 
And all was loꝛne that treſour 
Wheder that wolde the emperour 
The thyrde daye after warde : 
The wynde came d2yupnge kynge Rycharde 
KyngeRB. = Fill, 


with all his grete nauyes 
And his layipnge galyes 
To a ſhyppe that ſtode in depe 
The gentylmen therin dyde wepe 
And whan they ſawe Bycharde the kynge 
Theyr wepynge tourned ail to laughynge 
They welcomed hym with wozſhyppes 
And tolde hym the bꝛekynge of thepr ſhyppes 
And the robbery ok his trefoure 

And all that other dyſhonoure 

Than waxed kynge Bycharde full wꝛothe 
And he ſwoꝛe a full grete othe 
By Jheſucryſte our ſauyoure 
It ſholde abye the emperoure 

gde cleped lyr Steuen and Wyllyam 
And alſoRoberte of turnam 
Thꝛe gentyll barons of englonde 
Wyſe of fpeche doughty of honde 
Now go andſaye to the emperoure 
That he pelde agayne my treſoure 
Oz J [were by laynt Denys 

IJ wyll haue thꝛe lyth bouble of His 
And yelde my men out ok pꝛyſon 

And fo: the deed pape raunſon 

O! haſtepl J hym warne 

Iwyll wozke hym aharme 

Bothe with ſpere and with launce 
Anone J ſhall take vengaunce 

The meſſengers anone fozth wente 
To do theyr loꝛdes cõmaundement 
And hendlyſayd theyr meſſage 

The emperoure began to rage 


he grunte his tethe andfaſfeblewe 
Aknpke atter ſyr Roberte hethzewe 
he blente awape with alepe 
And it tlewe in a doze a ſpan depe 
And (yth he cryed as vncourteps 
Out tayiardes of my paleps 
Now go and laye pour tapled kynge 
That j owehymno thynge 
Jam cull gladde ot his loze 
I wpu hy m peide none other anlwoze 
And he ſhall fynde me to mozowe 
At che hauen to do hym ſozowe 
A. b werber hym as moche Wake 
As his mea chat J haue take 
The mellengers wente out full [wythe 
Ot thept alcapynge they were blythe 
(The emperours ſte warde with honoure 
| Dayd thus vnto the emperoure 
Syr he layd thou haſt vnryght 
Thou haddeſt almooſt ſlapne a knyght 
That is meſſenger vnto a kynge 
The belt vnder the lonne ſhynynge 
Thou halt thy lelte treſour grete plente 
Pt thou it withhelde it were grete pyte 
Foz he is croſſed and pylgrym 
And all his men that ben with hym 
Lette hym do his pylgrymage 
And kepe thy lelfe trome domage 
The epen twynkled of the emperoure 
And ſmpled as an euylitraytoure 
His knyte he dꝛewe out of his ſhethe 
Therwith to do the ſtewarde lcathe 
Bynge . ＋ 
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Ind called hym without fayle 
Ind ſaydhe wolde hym accounſayle 
The ſtewarde on kneeshym let a downe 
With tbe emperour foz to rowne 
And the emperour of eupll truſte 
Carued ok his noſe by the gruſte 
And ſapd traptour theke ſtewarde 
Go playne to engiyſſhe taylarde 
And pk he come on my londe 

J ſhall hym do luche a ſhonde 
Hym and all his men quycke flapne 
But he in haſte tourne agapne 
The ſtewarde his noſe hente 
Iwys his vyſage was J ſhente 
Qupckelp out of the caſtell ran 
Leue he ne toke ol no man 

The mellengers mercy he cryed 
Foz Maryes lone in that tyde 
They ſholde tell to thepr lozde 
Ol the dyſhonour ende and wozde 
And haſte you agayne to londe 
And I hall ſeſe in to pour houde 
The keyes ot euery toure 
That oweth that fals emperoure 
And I ſhall bꝛynge hym this nyght 
The emperours doughter bꝛyghe 
And allo an hondꝛed knyghtes 
Stoute inbatayll ſtronge in fpghtes 
Ayenſt that fals emperoure 

That hath done vo this dyſhonoure 
The meſlengers them hyed harde 
Tyll they came to kynge Bycharde 


They founde kynge Bychatde playe 
At the chelle in his galaye 

The erle of rychemonde with hym played 
And Bycharde wan all that he layed 
The meſſengers tolde all the dy(honour 
That them dyde the emperour 
And the deſpyte he dyde his ſte warde 
n the deſpyte of kynge Rycharde 
nd the ſte warde pꝛeſentynge 
His byheſt and his helpynge 
Than anſwered kynge Bychatde 
In dede lyon in thought lybarde 
Ok pour ſawes Jam blythe 
Anone let vs tolondeſwythe 
Agrete crye aroſe kote hote 
Out was ſhotte many a bote 
The bowe men and eke the arblaſters 
Armed them at all auenters 

And ſhotte quarelles and eke klone 
As thycke as the hayle ſtone 

The folke of the countre gan renne 
And were kayne to voyde and fleune 
The barons and good knyghtes 
After came anoneryghtes 
With theyr lozde kynge Bycharde 
That neuer was founde no cowarde 


C How Rkynge Bycharde gaue batapll to 
the emperour / How p emperour fledde 
awaye fox fere that he had / a there was 
ſlapue mau ofthe emperours folke / and 
after that he wente ſtreyght to Acrys 
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Pnge Bycharde F vnderſtonde 
Oꝛ he wente out of Englonde 
Let hym make an are fo2 the nones 
FN Tobzcke therwith v ſaraſpns bones 
W The heed was wꝛought ryght wele 
Therin was twenty pounde of ſtele 
And whan he came in to Cypꝛys londe 
The axe toke in his honde 
All chat he hytte he all to frapped 
The grpſtons a wape kaſte rapped 
Neuertheles many one he claued 
And theyr vnthonkes therby leued 
And the pzyſon whan he came to 
With his axe he (mote ryght tho 
D02es berres and Jren chances 
And delpuered his men out of paxnes 


he let them all delpuerc'oth b 
Foꝛ thepr deſpyte he was wꝛoth | 
Ind lwoze by Jheſu ourſaupoure | ö 
He ſholde abye that fals emperoure ; 
All the bourgeyſes of the towne 

Kynge Bychard: let ſlee without raunlowne 
Theyr treſour and thepr meles 

He toke to his owne deles 
Tydynges came to the emperour 
Kynge Bycharde was in lymaſour 
And had his btirgeyſes to deth J do 
No wonder though hym were wo 
He ſente anone Without kaple 
After all his counlayle 

That they came to hym on hye 
To wꝛeke hym of his enempe 
His hooſt was come by mydnyght 
And redy on the moꝛowe foꝛ to kyght 
Herken now ok the ſtewarde 
He came at nyght to kynge Bycharde 
And the emperours doughter hym with a 
She grette kynge Bycharde in peas a gryth 
She fell on knees and gan to wepe 

And ſayd kynge Kychardegod the kepe 

The ſtewarde layd J am ſhente fo2 the 
Gentyll loꝛde awꝛzeke thou me 
The emperours doughter bꝛyght 
IJ thebetake gentyll knyght 
The kepes allo in batayll here 

Ot euerp caſtell in his powere 

In hondꝛed knyghtes J you behyght 
Ko them here redy in all ryght 
Bpige B. &S 
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That ſhall you lede and ſocoure 
Ayenſt that fals emperoure 
Chou ſhalte be bothelozde and ſyze 
Oꝛ to moꝛowe of his emppꝛe 

Ind (weteſyr without fayle 
yet the behoueth my counſaple 
F (hail the lede by a cooſt 
Dꝛpuely vpon his hooſt 
Inhis pauylyon ye ſhall hym take 
Than thynke vpon the moche wzake 
That he hath done the oz this 
Though xe hym llee no foꝛce it is 
Moche thanked kynge Bycharde 
Ok the counleyll the ſtewarde 
And lwoꝛe by god our laupoure | 
His noſe ſholde be bought well ſoure 
Ten hondzed ſtedes good and ſure 
Kynge Bypcharde let arape in trappure 
On euerpche lepte an englyſche knyght 
Well armed in armure bzyght 

And as the ſtewarde applyght 

Ladde them by the mone lyght 
So npgh the emperours pauplywne 
Ok the turmppettes he herdeſwone 
It was befoze the dawynynge 

The ſte warde ſayd to Bycharde the kynge 
Lette ſe Bycharde allayle perne 

The pauylyon with the golden her ne 
Therin lpeth the emperour 
Awꝛeke thou this dyſhonour 

Than was Bycharde as krelſhe to fyght 
As euer was foule tothefipght 


— * 


De pꝛycked foꝛth vpon his ſtede 
Hym folo wed full grete ferrede 
His axe he helde in honde J dꝛawe 
Many gryffons he hath J ſlawe 

The wapytes of that hooſt that dyde aſpye 
And full loude began they foz to crye 

We betrayed and {nome 

Hozſe andharneyslo2des all and ſome 
In an eupll tyme our emperour 
Robbed kynge Bycharde ok his trelour 
Foz he is here amonge vs 
And ſleeth downeryght by Jhelus 
The englyſſhe knyghtes foꝛ the nones 
All to hewed the gryffons bodpes a bones 
They (mote the co2des and tell bowne 
Ot many a ryche pauplyowne 
And euer crped ſquper and knyght 
Smpte lap on ſlee downe ryght 
yelde the trelour apen warde 
That pe toke from kynge Bycharde 
pe ben woꝛthy to haue luche mede 
With many wouudes to lye and blede 
In the emperours pauylyon kynge Nycha rde 
Alyght (0 dyde the ſtewarde 
And the emperour was kledde awaye 
Hym ſelfe alone oꝛit was daye 
Flowen was that fals cowarde 
Narowe hym ſought kynge Bycharde 
Longe 0: the dape began to dawe 
Tn enty thoulande gryllons were Jllawe 
Of ſylke ſendell and lyclston 
Was the emperours pauylyon 
Bynge R. K 
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In the woulde neuer none lyche 
Ne by moche thynge lo ryche 
Kynge Bycharde wan the grete woꝛſhyp 
And bad they ſholde be lad toſhyp 
Suche at Acrys was therenonefounde 
Yauylyons of ſo moche mounde 
Cuppes of golde grete andſmale 

he wan there without tale 
Many cofers ſmall and grete 
He founde there full J bete 
Two ſtedes founde the kyn ge Bycharde 
That one hygh fauell and that other lyarde- 
In the woꝛlde was not thepr pere 
Dꝛomedarp noz deſtrere 
Stede rabpte ne camaple 
That ran loſwykte without faple 
Fo2 a thoulande pounde Itolde 
Sholde not that one be ſolde 
All tat his men befoze had loze 
Scuen double they had therkoze 
Tydynges to the emperour was come 
That his doughter was Jnome 

And how that his hygh ſtewarde 
Her had delyucred to kynge Rycharde 
By that he wyſte Well Iwps 

| (That he had done amps | 
Two mellengcrs he clyped anone 
And bad them to kynge Bycharde gone 
And laye your emperour and your kynge 
That J hym lende goddes gretynge 
Homage by pere J wyll hym gyue &yelde 
And all my londe J wyll ot hym helde 


So that he wyll foꝛ charyte 
In peas here after leue me 
The meſſengers anone fozth wente 
And ſayd theyr loꝛdes comaundemente 
Kynge Bycharde anſwered therto 
J graunte well that it beſo 
Go and lapd your emperour 
That he dyde grete dyſhonour 
Whan he robbed pylgrymes 
That were goynge to the paynymes 
Let hym pelde me my treſour euerp dele 
Pfhe wyll be my lpecyele 
And all that (aye your emperour 
That he amende that dyſhonour 
Chat he dyde to his ſtewarde 
Jg delppte ol kynge Bycharde 
And that he come erly to mo2owe 
And crye me mercy with loꝛowe 
Homage by pere me to bere 
And elles by my crowne Jlwere 
He ſhall not haue a fote ot londe 
Neuer moe but of my honde 
The meſſengers by one accoꝛde 
Tolde this the emperour theyr loꝛde 
Than the emperour was kull wo 
That he this dyde ſholde do 
To kynge Nycharde he came on the mozowe 
In his herte he had moche ſoꝛowe 
He ſell on knees lo layth the boke 
Kynge Bychatdeby bothe the fete he toke 
And cryed mercy with good entent 
And he foꝛgaue hym his maltalent 
Bynge B. F 
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Fewtehe dyde hym and homage 
Before all his baronage 
That daye they Were at oneacco2de 
And in ſame dyde ete at one bozde 
Grete ſolace and moche playe 
- (Toqyder they were all that daye 

And whan it dꝛe we towardethe eue 
The emperour toke his leue 
And wente towarde his hoſtell 
In herte hym was nothynge well 
He helde hym ſelfe a foule cowarde 
That he dyde homage to kynge Bycharde 
And thought how hc hym awzeke myght 
Foꝛth he rode anone ryght | 
Toacyte that hyght boffenent | 
He came by daye verament | 
There he founde many a grete ſp2e 
The ryche ſt men of his emppꝛe 
To them playned the emperour 
Ok the ſhame and ok the dyſhonour 
That hym dyde kynge Bychatde 
Thozugh the helpe ot his ſtewarde 
Up there ſtode a noble barowne 
Nyche ok caſtell and of towne 
The ſtewardes eme he was 
(That the emperour had ſhente his fas 
Syr he layd thou arte myſtaught 
Thou arte all aboute naught 
Without encheſon and Jugement 
Thy good ſtewarde thou haſte J ſhent 
That ſholde as he well couthe 
Us haue holpe and laued nouthe 


Though thy wyll malycyous 
Byght lo thou woldeſt ſerue vs 
And J ſaye the wozdes bolde 
With ſuche a lozde kepe IJ not holde 
To fyght apenſt Bycharde the kynge 
(The beſt vnder the lonne ſhynpnge 
Ne none ok all my baronage 

Ne ſhall the neuer do homage 

All the other ſayd at one woꝛde 
That Bycharde was theyr kynde lozde 
And the emperour foꝛ his vplanpe 
Was well wozthy foz to abye 
The emperourſawe and vnderſtode 
His barons wolde hym no gode 
To another towne he wente a helde hym thare 
In his herte he had moche care 
That ſame tyme the hygh ſtewarde 
Counſleylled with kynge Bychatde 
He lapd thathym fozthought loze 
That the emperour was lo fozloze 
They lought hym in all wyle 

And foundehym in a cyte ol pꝛyle 
And certaynly kynge Bycharde 
Wolde no loue tohym warde 
Foz he had bꝛoken his treuth 
Ok hym had he no reuth 

But let a ſergeau nt hym bynde 

s hondes loone hym behynde 

nd caſte hym in to a galc p 

And ledde hym in to ſurrep 

And ſ woe by Jheſu that made mone a ſterre 
Ipenſt the ſaralpnes he ſholde lerne to werrs 
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Whanall this warre abated was 
KLynge Bychardeſet that londe in peas 
Theelre of leyceſtre full truly 
Thozugh counleyll of his barony 

he made hym ſtewarde ot that londe 
To kepe his realme to his honde 
Grete keeſt they helde afterwarde 
His ſhyppes let dyght kynge Bycharde 
Fozth towarde Acrys he wolde 
With moche ſtoze of ſ[yluer and golde 
With two hondzed ſhyppes IJ fynde 
Saplynge fozwarde with the wynde 
Ind afterwarde fyfty galyes 

Foz to warde his nauyes 

And as the doughty kynge Bycharde 
Came lapylynge to Icrys warde 
And had ſayled with wynde at wyll 

Ten dayes fayze and ſtyll 

(The alleuenth daye they layled in tempeſt 
That nyght ne daye had they no reſt 
And as they were in auenture | 
They a (awe dꝛomonde without meſure 
The dꝛomonde was ſo heuy of fraught; 
Unneth myght it layle aught 

He was towarde the laraſynes 
Charged with cozne and with wynes 
With wylde kyze and other vytaple 
Lynge Bycharde them ſawe without faple 
De bad one haalt trenchmere 

And ina galey to wende them nere 
And axe whens that they were 
And what they haue in chafere 


Nyn quyckly and men JnoWe 
To the dꝛomonde gan rowe 
And aſked whens they were 
And what they had in chafere 
Aboꝛde ſtode vp theyr latemere 
And anſwered alyn trenchemere 

with the kynge ot kraunce we be launce fayle 
Frome pople we bꝛynge this bytayle 

A moneth we haue lyen in the lee 

Towarde Acrys now wende we 

Mynde vp laple quod alyn trenchemere 

And fayle we fozth the wynde is clere 
Nap lyr he ſayd alſo J fynde 
We muſt nedes come behyn de 
Foz we beſo heup J fraught 
Unneth map we ſaple naught 
Than ſayd alyn ſoone anone 
Ine here ok you ſpeke but one 
But ſtonde ye vp all in kere 
That we myght mo of pou here 
And knowe your token after than 
Foz we wyll not leue one man 
Certes quod the latemere 
With no mo ſpekeſt thou here 

They were to nyght in grete tempeſt 
And now they lye and take theyr reſt 
Certes quod trenchemere alapne 
Tokynge Bycharde than wyll J ſayne 
That ye be all ſaraſynes 
Charged with golde and with wynes 
The laraſynes ſterte vp all pꝛeſt 
Indſayd felowe go do thy beſt 


Foz kynge Rycharde and his galyes 
We wyll not gyue two fiyes 

The trenchemere began to rowe harde 
Tyllhe came to kynge Bycharde 

And lwoꝛe to hym by laynt Jhone 

It were ſaraſynes euerychone 

That ſavd out kynge of grete reuowne 
That hyght Bycharde cure de lyowne 
Of your lawes J amblythe 
Leteche man arme them lwythe 
Stere thou thy galey trenchemere 
J wyll aſlayle that pantenere 
With myn axe J wyll them aſſayle 
Ol ſaraſpnes J wyll not fayle 
Anone his axe was to hym bzought 
His other armes fozgate he nought 
To hym came marpners J nowe 
Aynge Bycharde bad them faſt rowe 
Now rowe on faſt and who is faynte 
In eupll water mote he be dꝛaynte 
They rowed faſte and layde to 
And ſonge heucnhowerombylo 
Che galcy pede as faſt 

As quarelles out ot arblaſt 
And as the dꝛomonde with the wynde 
A galep came laylynge behynde 

And ſmoce hym lwythe kalt 
That the ſterne all to bzaſt 
The laralpnes were armed wele 
Bothe in Iren and in ſtele 
And ſtode abozde and feughtharde 


Apenſt the doughty kynge Bycharde 


gyngeBychardeand his knyghtes 
Slewe the laralynes downe ryghtes 
And they began to woke them wo 
Alwaye there ſtode vp mio and mo 
And rapped on them fo2 the nones 
Stronge ltrokes foz with harde ſtones 
Out ot che toppe caſtell on hye 
That neuer was Bychardehlis deth ſonye 
Tyan came leuen galeysbehynde 
To that dozmonde kaſte ſaylynde 
Tho ſtode abozde baron and knyght 
Co helpe kynge Rycharde foz to fpght 
A ſtronge bacayi there began then 
Byt wene them and che hethen men 
Wich lwerdes ſperes and dartes kene 
Flones quareles flewe bytWwene 
As thycte without ony ſtynte 
As hayle atter thunder dynte 
Aud in the bekerynge that was ſo harde 
In to the dꝛomonde came kynge Bycharde 
Whan he was therin with grete haſte 

He dzeiled his backe ro the maſte 

Mith his axe all that he raught 
Haſtely the deth they caught 
Doimne he hytte on the ballyn 
Cyat they all claut to the chyn 
And lome to che gyrdell ſtede 
And lome thc to thpppes bzede 
Some on the necke io hytte he 
Tat they tie we in to tie ſe 
Foz note armate witchltode his are 
Min oze cij ai. à xupie doth the ware 
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Theſaraſynes as Jyoutell 
Saydhe was the deuyll of hell 
And oucr boꝛde than lepte they 
And dꝛowned them lelfe J you ſep 
Spyxtene hondzed there were quelde 
But thyꝛty laralynes he at helde 
That they ſholde bere wytnes 
Ok that batayll at Acrys 
Kpnge Bycharde founde therin faunce fayle 
Boche ſtoze and grete vytaple 
Hanp barrelles of ty2e gregeys 
And many a thoulande of bowes turkeys 
Hoked arowes and quarelles 
He founde there fullmany barelles | 
And of whetegreteplente | 
Golde and ſyluer and eche deynte 
Ol the trelour had he nought the mounde 
That in the doꝛmonde was founde 
Foꝛ it was dꝛowned in the flode 
Pz halte vncharged was the gode 
Auaunced had ben all cryſtente 
Had the doꝛmonde paſſed the lte | 
And came to Acrys from kynge Bycharde 
An hondꝛed wynter there afterwarde 
Foz all the cryſten men vnder the lonne 
Nc had not Acrys ben Jwonne 
And thus kynge Bycharde wan the dozmonde 
Thoꝛugh god des helpe and ſaynt Edmonde 


| 


¶ How kynge ycharde cutte a two a grets 
chayne / q how an archebylſhop tolde hym 
the loꝛowe that they had luſtre aoze. 
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4 PngeBycharde after e none rygbt 
To warde acrpa gan hy n dyght 5 
25 And as he ſapled to warde ſurrpe Fi, 
He was warned of aſpye 
ESD, How the folke of the hethen lawe 
Agrete chapne they had J dꝛawe 
Ouer the haucnok Acrys fers 
was kaſtened to two pyllers 
That no ſhyppe ſholdein wynne 
Ne tho out that were there in 
Thyerfoze leuen pere and moze 
All cryſten kynges lape thoze 
And wich hongre ſuftre payne 
Foz lettynge of chat ſame chapne 
Whan kynge Bycharde herde that tydynge 
Foz Joye his herte beg n to ſp2ynge 
And ſwoze and layd in his thought 
All that ne ſholdecyem kepe noughe 


Alwpkte ſtronge galey he toke 
Trenchemere lo layth the boke 
And ſtered the galey ryght euen 
All myd warde the hauen 

Were the maryners neuer ſo wꝛothe 
He made them rowe and ſayle bothe 
The galep pede as ſwyfte 
As ony foule by the lyfte 
And kynge Bycharde that was ſo good 
With his axe afoze the ſhyppe ſtode 
And whan he came to the chapne 
With his axe helmote it atwayne 
That all the barcns verament 

Sapd it was a noble dente 
And koꝛ Joye ot that dede 
The cuppes kaſte aboute pede 
With good wyne pyment and clate 
And Cſayled to warde Acrys cyte 
Rynge Bycharde out of his galye 
Let caſt wyldefyzein to theſkye 
And the kyrſt grekes in to the le 
All on a fy2e were the 

is trumppettes pede in his galye 
Men myaht it here in to the ſkye 
Trompet tes hoꝛnes and ſhalmple 
The lee bꝛente all of fyze grekes 
Gynnes he had or wonder Wyſe 
Hangenelles of grete quyentyſe 
Arblaſt bowe made with gynne 
The holy londe ther with to wynne 
Ouer all other biterly 

He had a myle ol grete mayſtry 


In the myddes ok a chyppe to ſtonde 
Suche ne ſawe they neuer in no londe 
Foure ſaples were therto all newe 
velowe and grene rede and blewe 
With canuas J lapde all aboute 
Full coſtly within and without 
And all within full of kyze 

Ok toꝛches made ok Were clere 
Ouerth warte and enVlonge 
With ſpzyngelles of fy2e they dyde honde 
Grounde they neyther cozne ne good 
But robbed as thep were wood 
Out of theyr eyen came rede blode 
Befoze the trough one there ſtode 
That all in blode was begone 
Suche another was neuer none 
And hoꝛnes he had vpon his hede 
The laraſynes ot hym had grete dꝛede 
Toꝛ the robbynge of the ſtones 
They wende it had ben mennes bones 
Foz it Was within the nyght 
They were a gryſed ot that ſpght 
And ſayd he was the deuyll of hell 
That was come them to quell 
Alytellbefozethe lyght ot the daye 
Clenly they were done awaye 
Kynge Bycharde after the meruayle 
Wentequyckly to londe faunce fayle 
The kynge of fraunce ayenſt hym came 
And in his harneys he hym name 
Bycharde kyſled hym with grete honour 
So dyde tuerp kynge and emperour 
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All the kynges of cryſtente 
That had there longe be 
Id longe had layne in dolour 
Underkonde Bycharde with honour 
An archebylſhop of grete pzyle 
Dyde kynge Bycharde his ſcruyce 
And lyth ledde hym as ye may ſe 
In to a pauplyon of pꝛeupte 
And tolde hym there a dolefull tale 
Ok a ſhꝛebode many and kale 

Now he ſayd kynge Bycharde J here 
This lyege hath laſted ſeuen pere 
It map not be let koꝛ thy 

Moche loꝛo we haue weſuffred ſykerlp 
Foz he had no caſtell 

That vs of onp wazde fell 
But a wyde dyche and a depe 
We made vs within tokepe 
With barbycanes fo2 the nones 
Dye J wꝛought with harde ſtones 
Whan the dyche was J made 
Salandyn the lowdan was glade 
And came on vs with grete route 
And belct vs all aboute 

And with hym imnarkys feraunt 


That lyueth on mahowne and termagaunt 


He was a cryſten kynge ſome whyle 
He hath done vs moze ſhame c gyle 

Tyan the lo wdan and his hooſt 
The kader and ſone and holy gooſt 
Graunte hym grace of wouldes ſhame 
Markys feraunt by his name 
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Pur kyrſt batapll ſekerly 
Chat was ſtronge and deedly 
well fought our cryſten knyghtes 
And llewe the laraſynes downerpghtes 
Our cryſten had the mapſtry 

The laralynes fledde with \ozy crye 
we ſlewe many of them tho 
And they of vs many alſo 
J ſhall tell pou ot what cale 
To many a man it tell alas 
As we dyde laralynes to dede 
It befell a noble ſtede 

Out raged fto a papnym 
The cryſten faſt kolo wedhym 
The ſaralynes (awe where we came 
And kledde alyde all than 
And came apenſt vs with ſtronge kyght 
Ind ſlewe many a cryſten knyght 

And there we loſt oz we wyſte 
The beſt bodpes vnder cryſte 
(The erle feres of Englonde 
There was neuer doughtyerofhonde 
Ind theemperour of almayne 
And Janyn the erle ol ſpapne 
Twelue thoulande of our meyne 
There was llayne with grete pyte 
(Therof was the lowdan glade 
On the mozowe a newe la wte he made 
And he let take all the cozs 
Bothe ol deed men and ofhozs 
And caſt them in to our well 


Us to poyſon and to quell 
By nge U. 


Dyde he neuer a wozle dede 
To cryſten men foz no nede 
Joꝛ that poyſon and that bzethe 
Fourty thoulande toke theyr dethe 
Soone after it was not to hyde 
The thpꝛde cale vs gan betyde 
A ſhyppe came ſaplynge on the lee 
Charged with whete grete plente 
And wylde fyꝛe and armure bꝛyght 
To helpe the laralynes to fyght 
Our cryſten toke the rede launce faple 
That they wolde the ſhyppe allayle 
Ind lo we dyde to our domage 
The wynde blewe faſt with grete rage 
The ſaraſynes dꝛewe vp theyr layle 
And ouerlapled vs without fayle 
There we loſt fourty ſcoze 

That hath vs greued lwythe ſoze 
On ſaynt James eupn verament 
The laralpnes out of Acrys went 

And pyght pauylyons grete and wynde 
Foꝛ to haue begyled vs that tyde 
Our cryſten men were wyght 
Erle baron ſquper and knyght 
Sawe the ſaraſynes had ryches 
And we ok all good deſtres 
we thought to wyn to our pay 
Of that treſour yfthat we map 
Fyfty thouſande them/armed wele 
Bothe in Iton and in ſtele 

Ind wente foꝛth to batapllpnge 
The (araſpnes ſawetheyr compnge 


And fledde aſyde lwythe faſte 
And our meynecame atfterin haſte 
And gan ryde with grete randon 
Tyll they came to theyr pauplpon 
They kounde there kelowe rede 
Tho we wende they fledde fo2 dꝛede 
we kounde therin bzede and wyne 
Golde and ſyluer and bawdekyne 
Vellell of ſpluer ouppes of golde 
Moe than we take wolde 
Some ſtode (ome late downe 
And ete and dꝛanke grete foplowne 
After mete pauplpons newe 
Were with (werdes all to hewe 
And charged hoꝛzles with vytaple 
As nyſe men ſholde without faple 
Golde and lpluer they put in males 
And bounde them faſte with gyrdelles 
Whan eche man had his charge 
Home ehep wente with lpere and targe 
The laralynes la we theyr wendynge 
And came after faſte ſlyngynge 
At ſhozte woꝛdes a grete route 
ad belet vs all aboute 
oone the male were downe caſte 
Apenſt thelaraſynes they fought faſte 
There we loſte thoulandes kyktene 
Noble men hardy and kene 
This greued vs ryght loze 
Foz we wende all to be loze 
But god almyghty heuen kynge 
He ſente vs loone ſocourynge 
Kynge B. ＋ 


The doughty erle of champayne 

And good knyghtes ot bꝛytapne 

And randulfe the gamples 

Johan nenell and his bother myles 

And Bawdewpnea clerke full merp 

The archebylſhop of Gauntcrbury 

Ind with them came his neuewe 

A noble baron of grete vertewe 

Boberte gaunter of englonde 

Apenſt the laralynes koz to ſtonde 

And many knygytes of hongerp 

And other noble cheuallery 

Than helde we a grete bataple 

But aharde caſe befell vs without faple 

At myghelmaſſe it muſt be tolde 

The weder begau to Wexe colde 

Tho fell bothe rayne and hayle 

And lno we kpue fote witdout fayle 

Thonder lyghtnynge a weder toughe 

Foz honger ther with our men it ſloughe 

Foz honger We loſt and colde wyndes 

Df our ſolke thꝛe lcoze thouſandes 

Than we our goodhozsſlowe 

Soden and eten the guttes towe 

The flelſhe was deled fo2 grete deynte 

Therok had no man plente 

But we ete it without bzede 

To peces we carued the hede 

In water we bopled theblode 
That vs thought mete full gode 

Aquarter of whete men vs lolde 


Foz thze pounde ok flozaunce to!de 


Fo: fourty pounde men ſolde an axe 
Though it were but lytell Jwaxe 
Aſwyne ko an hondz:dflozyne 
A gole ſoz halfe a marke of golde fyne 
And foꝛ an henne to ſyke thynges 
Men gaue fyue ſhelynges 
And foꝛ an egge pens alleuen 
Ind foꝛ a pere ſyxe o2 leuen 
Foꝛ an appell men gaue pens ſpxe 
And thus our folke vnblythe wyre 
And dyed fo2 honger and foꝛ wo 
The ryche men toke to rede tho 
Arpche dole foz to dyght 
To barons and to many a pooze knpght 
CTwelue pens meneueryche 
And lyxe to pooze that were not ryche 
And foure to cuery ſmall wpght 
Thus the ryche the pooze dyght 
Cher with the moze and the laſſe 6 
Bought them fleſſhe ofhozſe and aſſe 1 
They myght none other thynge gete 1 
| (They thought it full good mete . 
IJhaue the tolde kynge Nycharde here 
Of our folke theyr lere 
And the domage of Acrys hoolt 
But bleſſyd be the holy gooſt 
And Mary that bare Jheſus 
That thou arte amonge bs 
Though thy helpe J hope well 
The laraſpnes do wne to fell 


Chow kynge Bycharde wan the cyte of Actys, 
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Ynge Bycharde wepte w his eyen bothe 
And ſyth layd he thus fozlothe 
Syr byſſhop I beleche you p2aye foz vs 
That vs myght ſendeſwete Jhelus 
His fone all fo2 to dyſtroye 
That they no mo2e vs anope 
Thus Rycharde toke loue a keped his ſtede 
And pꝛycked out that felowzede 
He tode aboute the cloſe dyche 
To warde Acrys ſpkerlyche 
Tyll he came co the holpptale 
Ok laynt Johan as J tell by tale 
There he let pytche his pauylyon 
And let arere vp his matgryffon 
That was a tree caſtell fpne 
To gpue allawte to many aſaraſyne 


* 
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Chat he myght in to Icrys ſene 
he hab. xui.ſhyppes full ot bene 
1vhan the caſtell was framed well 
he lette therin a mangenell 
He comaunded his men blyue 
To fetche vp been Hyue 
And byd taberrars d trompettes blowe 
To ſawte the cyte on a th2zowe 
Kynge Kycharde in Acyrs cyte 

Let caſt the hyues grete plente 

The wheder was hote in lomer tyde 
The beeſt bzake out on euery ſyde 
They were agreued full ot grame 
And dyde the laraſpnes moche ſhame 
Foz they ſtynged them in the vyſage 
That they began foz to rage 

And hydde them in a depe lellere 
Foz they durſte not come them nere 
They ſawe kynge Rycharde was full fell 
Whan his klyen bytte lo well 
Another vp Nycharde gan ſet 
That was cleped Robynet 

A ſtronge gynne foꝛ the nones 

That caſt in to Acrys grete ſtones 
The kynge Bycharde the conquerour 
Cleped to hym anone his mpnour 
And them mynde in to the toure 
That is cleped mawndytcoloure 
He (ware his othe by his crowne 
But it were bzought downe 
By none the vttermeſt wall 


He ſholde be hewen in peces ſmall 
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The mynours myned faſte 

And gonners bente and ſtones caſte 

Tho ſpraſynes began to arme them all 

And ranne in haaſt vnto the wall 

In whyte ſhetes they gan them wꝛythen 

F92 bytynge of kynge Bychardes klyen 

They ſayd this man doth vs grete papne 

Foz he doth bothe thzo we and mayne 

we ſawe neuer kynge thus begynne 

It is grete doute leſte he vs wynne 

Kynge Bycharde ſtode in his matgryffowne 

And lawe there dedes in the towne 

Whederwardethe laraſpnes dꝛewe 

And arowes englyſſhe to them ſlewe 

Out of acvlaltes arowes lmerte 

Though lunge leusr arme #herte 

The krenlſhe men with grete noblay 

Helped to myne full well that daye 

The vttermeſt wall that daye was doWne caſt 

And many laraſynesſlapue at laſt 

That daye Bycharde ſo well ſpedde thoze 

That he was holden fo2 a conqueroze 

Foz better he lpedde that daye o2 none 

Than ail the other in leuen pere had done 

The ſaraſpnes myght not endoure 

Thep kledde in to that hye toure 

They lyght toꝛches aboute the wall 

Men myght ſe it ouecr ail 

The toꝛches caſte arete lyght 

That betokened a newe kyght 
hat was come fro Englonde 


There thozugh they myght not ſtonde 


But yt Salandyn the ſowdan 
Came to thein with men anone 
Salandyn was ten myle then 
And lawe the toꝛches lyght bꝛen 
He let gader his tolke togyder 
As thycke as lnowe falleth in wynter 
They allembled vpon a plapne 
Belyde Acrys vpon a mountapne 
Syxty thoulande men J fynde 
Coches okt heye he made them bynde 
To go befoze haſtelpyche 
To fyll the cryſten dyche 
To reſcowe Acrys they haue rede 
And to do the cryſten men to dede 
Akter came barons and knyghtes 
Stro nge in armes ſtoute in kyghtes 
By 92der: they came in theyr manere 
Ot rede lendell was theyr banere 
With thze gryffons depaynted well 
And of alure a fapʒe bendell 

Soone after there came as many mo 
Barons rydynge and knyghtes alſo 
Theyr gomfanon and theyr penlell 
Was wꝛought of good lendell 

As he faught with a lyon 
And in ſurrey with a d2agon 
The fyrſt were rede and grene 
Than came the thy2de by dene 
With lyxty thoulande knyghtes 
In ynde J armed to all ryghtes 
After came whyte as onyſnowe 
Fyfty thoͤulande ona rowe 
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There among? was Dalandyn 
And his ncuewe myrrp molendyn 
Theyr baners whyte without fable 
With thꝛe laraſynes hedes of lable 
That were ſhapen noble and large 
Ot balpn bothe ſhelde and targe 
No man coude tell the route 
They beſet the cryſten aboute 
The fore men caſt theyr cothes of heye 
To make the hoꝛs men redp wepe 
And fylled the dyche full vpryght 
That all the hooſt well entred myght 
The ſaralpnes had entred nye 
But god almyghtp therto pe 
The crye arole thozugh the cryſten hooſt 
Soyes ſeygnyouts toz the holy gooſt 
But we haue the better locoure 

Me be foʒloʒne by laynt ſauyoute 
There pe myght le many a wyght man 
That quyckly to his armureran 

And wente anone in to the dyche 

And defendedit haſtelyche 
There was many a geneyll hewed 
Muykly from the body cake the hewed 
Sheldes kell ciouen a two 
And many a ſtede ſtycked alſo 
Many a kuyght loſt his harnes 

And many a ſtede dꝛewe theyr tharnes 
And many a deughty man ſaunce fayle 
Mas llayne in that batavle 

But Bycharde our kynge was ſeke tho 
All crpſtendome to moche wo 


Hempyght not his body ſtere 
Though t1spauylyon had ben in kyꝛe 
Tyei foze the kynge of fraunce made a cry 
Amonge the cryſten companp 
Thar thep ne ſholde foz dethes doute 
Not palſe theyr clole dyche aboute 
But holde them all within 
That the laraſynes ſholde them not wyn 
And tho that were in J come 
Of laraſpnes they were J nome 
And haſtely done to dede 
Foz them pede no raunſon to mede 
Wbyle kynge Bycharde ſo ſyke lay 
The reaſon J pou tell may 
Foz the trauayll of the le 
And ſtronge ayze of that countre 
And foz vnkynde ſtynke and hete 
And mete and dꝛynke was not lwete 
To his body that he there foude 
As it was incnglonde 
Kynge Bycharde his men bad ſeche 
| Fozſom-+ wyſe clerkc and certapne leche 
|  Cryltcnoz elles ſaraſxne 
F02 to loke his b2yne 
And eueryche layd his aduyſle 
| But there was none or them wyſe 
That myght his ſozowe [cle 
Oꝛ of his payne hym releſe 
Soꝛp was the folke englyſſhe 
Foz theyr loꝛde lape in grete anguyſſhe 
Foz kynge Rycharde laye ſo ſoze ſyke 
All about? they gan leke 
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On knees pꝛaped the cryſten hooſF 
To the kader and. ſone and holy gooſt 
J2yght and dape with good entent 
That Rycharde myght haue amendement 
— the byddynge of our lady dere 
Her blellpd lone herde her pꝛapere 
Thoꝛugh his grace and vertue 
He tourned out of his ague 
To mete had he no layour 
To wyne ne water ne to no Iycour 
But after poꝛke he was a longe d 
Though all his men ſholde be honged 
They ne myght in that countree 
Neyther fo2 golde noꝛ foz fee 
No poꝛke kynde take ne gete 
That kynge Bycharde myght ete 
A noble knyghr was with our kynge 
Whan he wyſt of that tydynge 
That Bychardes maners were ſpche 
To the ſte wurde he ſayd pꝛyuelyche 
Our lozve lyeth loze ſeke Joys 
Atter pozke he alonged is 
And ye ne map none fynde to ſell 
No man be lo hardy to tell 
And pk he do he may dye 
Pe muſt as I you laye 
That he kno we not of that 
Take a ſataſyne ponge and fat 
And in haſte that deed be llawe 
And his herd of hym be fawe 
And loben tuilhaſtely 
With good pduder and ſpycerp 


And with good faffron of good colour 

whan kynge Bycharde feleth the lauour 

Out of the ague pf he be wente 

He ſhall haue therto good talente 

whan he hath therot a taſte 

And eten a good repaſte 

And (upped of the bzothea ſope 

And ſlepe theratt:r and lwete a dꝛope 

Thozugh goddes helpe and my counlaple 

Sconche (halt be hole without faple 

The ſothe to ſaye at woꝛʒdes fewe 

Slayne and loden was that ſhzewe 

Beloze Bycharde it was bꝛought 

Quod his tolke we haue pozke ſought 

Aryſe and ſuppe of the bꝛothe lote 

Thozugh goddes mygght tt ſhall be bote 

Befoze the kynge kerued aknyght 

He ete faſter than he kerue myght 

Kynge Bycharde knewe thefieſſhe fro ß bones 

And dꝛanke ryght well after foz the nones 

And whan he had cten J nowe 

He lape ſtyll and dzewe in his arme 

His chamberiayne couered hym warme 

He laye and ſlepte and ſwette a ſtounde 

Soont he became hole and lounde 
Whan he awoke he arole 

And romed aboute in the cloſe 

And all the folke hym ſhewed 

Glad was boilc lerned and lewed 

And chanked Jhelu and Mars 

That he was cut ot his malady 
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Che ſaraſyne*s ſpedde wich all theyr myght 
The dyche to wpnne with all theyr myghs 
The barbycanes theyfclde downe 

And had nygh centred and in Jcome 
Whan kynge Bycharde that tydynges herde 
As a wdde man tho he ſterte ferde 
And he armed hym in his armour 

Foz loue of cryſt out ſauyour 

To kyght J haue grete delyte 

With youndes that wylleth vs delppte 
Now J me kele hole and lyght 

This daye (hall I pꝛeue my myght 
yt J am ſtronge as J was befoze 
And pt Ican dele ſtrokes grete ſtoze 
Au that 4 mete J ſhall fele 
Suche a dole Ichall them dele 
That foz the loue of theyr mahon 
They (yall haue theyr waryſon 
He was armed to all ryghtes 
With hymn his fote men lquyers a knyghtes 
And the cryſten all by dene 

Wonder it was that hoolt to lene 

- (Theſothetolaye and not to lye 
Ot laraſynes were twyes lo manye 
Bekoze wentehis templers 
His gaſcopnes and his olpytalers 
Our kynge amonge the laralpnes rode 
To ſome he gaue full grete lode 

A kynge he hyt aboue the ſhelde 

Chat helme & heed klo we in the kelde 
Another he hath a ſtroke J raught 
All his harneps halpe hym naught 


Co the ladyllhe clefte the ferth 
All that he lmote it wente toerth 
Blythe was the cryſten kela wꝛede 
Ok kynge Bycharde and of his dede 

Foz none armure withſtode his axe 

No mone than a knyfe doth the waxe 
Whanthe ſowdan (awe them ſo ſtronge 
He ſayd the deuyll was them amonge 
Foz downe ryght there he ſlewe 

Wich all his hooſt he hym withdzewe 
And kledde with all his baronage 
In to towne men call it cage 
And certes all the rerewarde 
Were ſlapne by kynge Bycharde 
The ſaraſynes that in Acrys ware 
Were anoyed and full of care 
Whan they ſawe the lo wdan flee 
And kynge Bycharde downe ryght flee 
Thus all dape tyll it was nyght 
{hey and the cryſten kepte fyghe 
At euen whan the ſonne was let 
Euery man dꝛewe to his reſet 
The cryſten bothe pooze and ryche 
Wente within theyr clole dyche 
To reſte them foz they were werp 
And kynge Nycharde let make a crye 
Trulty folke that myght the pales kepe 
Whyle that other lye and llepe 

The laraſynes that were withoute 

Dt kynge Bycharde they had grete doute 
Foz he had the pzyſe J wonne 
Awape they rode and lwythe tonne 


Chat myght flee and them hyde 
There they durſte not abyde 
Ot the (pace of ten englylſhe mpyle 
WhanBycharde had reſted a whyle 
A knyght his harneys gan vnlace 
Hym to comkoꝛte and to lolace 
lym was bzought a ſoppe in wyne 
The heed of the wylde lwyne 
He (ayd kapne J wolde J had 
402 J am feble teynt and mad 
Ot mpn cupll J am fere 
Ther with lerue me at my loupere 
Quod the coke the heed J ne haue 
Than lapd Rycharde lo god me laue 
But Ile the hecd of the lwyne 
Fozſoch thou ſhalte ſoone leſe thyne 
The coke ſa we none other myght be 
He fet the heed and let hym le 
He tell on knees and made a crye 
1.0 the heed here Bycharde mercy 
The blacke vylage whan Bycharde lawe 
His blacke berde his tethe whyte as (nawe 
He began to laugh as he were wood 
what is laralynes tleſſhe ſo goed 
And neuer betoze J it wyſte 
By goddes deth and his vpryſte 
Shall we neuer dye koz dekaute 
Yvbyle we mapin alla wte 
Siceſaraſynes and the fleſſhe take 
welche lethe them and bake 
Gaawe thefleſſhe fro thebones 
Now J haue aſlaped them ones 


Foz honget 02 we be to woo 
Jand my folke ſhall ete moo 
On the mozowe without kaple 
The cyte he began to aſſayle 
The laraſpnes myght not endoure 
They fledde in to the hye toure 
And cryed trews and plement 
To kynge Bycharde that was ſo gent 
And allo to the kynge of fraunce 
And bad mercy wichout dyſtaunce 
Inone ſtode vpl;r latemere 
And cryed lowde with voyce clere 
He layd here good lozdynges 
4702 J vou bzynge good tydpnges 
Tac ſyt Salandyn lente by me 
He wolde that crys pelded be 
And Jheruſalem in to pour honde 
And lurrep all the londe 
To flomioꝛdan the water clere 
Foz t wo thoulande beſauntes by pere 
And pk ye wyll not ſo noze 
A ſhall haue peas fo2 euermoze 
o that ye matze the kynge of ſurrye 
Markys tcraunc of grete mayſtrye 
Fozheis the ſtrongeſt man Jwys 
Ok cryſtendome oz of hethenys 
Than anlwered kynge Bycharde 
Thou lpeth he layd falle co warde 
In euery gaderynge a pzele 
Markps is a falſe traptour and a leſe 
Dc hath whyted Salandynes honde 
To be kynge of ſurrey londe 


Andby'the kynge in trynyte 
That traytour ſhall it neuer be 

He was cryſten by my faders dayes 
And ſyth he hath renyed his layes 
And is become a laraſpne 
God gyue hym well eupil pyne 

He is wozle than an hounde 

He tobbed ſyxty thoulande pounde 
Out ok the holy holpytallers honde 
That mp fader lente in co this londe 
That men cleped kynge Harry 
Cryſten men to gouerne by 

I byd hym yye out of this hooſt 

Foz I l were by the holy gooſt 

And by Mary that bare Jheſus 
Fynd : JF that traptour amonge vs 
Ocher by nyght oꝛ by dape 
With hoꝛſe he ſhall be dzawe IJ laye 
Than ant wered the kynge ol traunce 
To kynge Rpcharbe without dyſtaunce 
O {ulkce ſyr beus amps 
Thou doolt wꝛonge by lapnt denys 
That thou chꝛeteneſt that markys 
That neuer dyde the amps 
yt he haue done ony thynge pll 
He ſhall amende it at thy wyll 
Jam yis bozowelo here my gloue 
Keceyue it foʒ my loue 
Nay quod Bycharde by god my lo2de 
I chall neuer with hym accozbe 
Hab neuer ben loſt Acrys towne 
Ne had ben thozugh his treſowne 


Heyelde agayne my faders treſoue 
And Fheruſalem with grete honout 
And than my wꝛathe Jhym fozgyue 
And neuer elles whyle J lpue 
The kynge ok fraunce was wo therfoꝛe 
And he ne durſt ſpeke no moze 

Foz tuer he douted dentes harde 

To vnderfonge ot kynge Rycharde 
whan the latemere herde this 

That kynge myght not be ſyr markps 
He layd here good tozdynges 

Foz I haue bꝛought you other tydynges 
That moche moze is to your wit 

yk ye wyll let our people paſſe ſtyll 
With lyfe and lyibehonde and arme 
Without dence and without harme 
We ſhail pelde you the towne 
And the holy crolle with grete renowne 
And lyxty chouſande pꝛyſoners therto 

And an hondzed thouſande beſauntes $ mo 
Ind haue pe ſhall alſo therin 

Byche trelout and moche wyne 

Helmes hawberkes lyxty thoulande # mo 
And other ryches ye map fpnde alſo 

Where J nowe and other tre ſoze 

Foz your hooſt ſeuen pere and moze 

And pf that ye wyll notth.s fonge 
We mapholde you out longe 
And euer to fynde one ot our 
Foz to ſlee ten of your 
Foz we haue without fable 
Dyrty thoulande men defenſable 


And we beſeche you fo2 the loue of god 
(That ye wyll take your bode 

That pe the treſour moze and laſſe 
And let vs quykly a wape paſſe 

Than anſwered spnge Bycharde 

In my halfe Jgraunte that fozwarde 
With that ye wyll vs qupkly in late 

It ſhall be done they layd by pate 
Ti ey let hym in loone anone 7 
Andkynge Bycharde toke them eucrychone 
And to pzylon put them thoze 

yonge and olde {elle and moze 

There myght none out of Acrys towne 

Tyll payed was that raunſowne 

And che holy crolle therwith / 

Oz they mult haue peas and gryth 

Tizece was founde many hozdes 

That was depatted amonge lozdes 
Striytcthere was at theyr comynge 

But the beit trelour had our kynge 

The cryſten pꝛyloners of Acrys towne 
Aynge Bychardegaue clothe grete foyſowne 
Mete and -dzynke and armes bꝛyght 

And made them full freſſhe in fyght 
And toke them to his partyſe 

To auenge god of his enempyle 
Kynge Bycharde in Acrys had nome 
Ok laralynes that theder were come 
That were goddes enemple 

Hardy knyghtes of grete pzyle 

Ok hethenes of grete lozdynges 
Dukes pꝛynces lones of kynges 


— 


And admpralles and many a noble mat, 
Theyr names 7 ne tell can | 
Jn pꝛylon they lay bounde faſte 
To the ſoWdan they lente in haſte 
And ſayd we bere lo many chaynes 
And theſe men done vs lo many paynes 
we map neyther l yt noꝛ lye 

But ye vs out of pꝛyſon bye 

And with raunſom helpe and bozowe 
We ſhall dye oz the thyꝛde moꝛowe 
The ryche lowdan was wo thertoz 
Knyghtes pꝛynces well two lcoze 
Many an admpꝛail and many a loꝛde 
Sad we rede that ye make accozde 
| With kynge Bycharde thatits ſtronge 
To delpuer our chyldzen out ot wzonge 
That they ne be hanged ne dzawe 
Ot trelour 3ycharde wyll be full fawe 
That our chyldꝛen may come home all 
Charge mewles hozſes by your counlall 
Ol bꝛyght golde and of bawdkyne 
Foz our epres to make fyne 
Men lape englyſſhe men loue gyftes 
Dt golde wellthyzty mennes ipftes 
Were layde on mewles and on rabyte 
Thyzty erles clothed in lampte 
Char were well auyſed of tonge 
To kynge Nycharde that treſour bꝛonge 
All to Acrys they it bzought 

On knees of grace they beſought 
Dur ſowdan lendeth the this treloze 
And wyll be thy krende euer moze 


Foz the pzyſoners that thou haſt nyme 
And let them go with lyte and lyme 
Out of thy pꝛylon thou them lete 

That no man llee them ne bete 
Foz all they ben doughty vaſlalles 
Kynges (ones and admpr alles 
The beſt doynge at this tyme 
That now ben in all ſaraſpne 
And our hooſt mooſt ſtruſteth to 
And Dalandyn loueth them alſo 
Not foz a thouſande pounde of golde 
None of them he leſe wolde 
Kynge Bycharde ſpake wo2d-s mylde 
That golde to take cryſte me ſhylde 
Amonge you parte euery dele Icharge 
Foz I bzought in ſhyppes and in barge 
Moe golde and ſyluer with me 

Than your lozde and ſuche thꝛe 

Ok his trelour J haue no nede 

But foz my loue J you bede 
To mete with me that pe dwell 
And afrerwarde J ſhall you tell 

Thozugh counſleyll I ſhallgyue anſ were 
What woꝛde pe ſhall co pour lo2de bere 
They graunted hym with good wyll 
Kpnge Bychardecleped his maryſſhall ſtyll 
And coke hym to counſeyll alone 

I ſhall the tell what thou ſhalte done 
P2yuely go vnto the pꝛyſowne 
Take the laralynes ot grete renowne 
And tho that ben of rycheſt kyn 
Vꝛpuely ſlee them therin 


And o2 the hedes be ol ſmyten 
Loke euery name be w2yten 
Upon a lcoze of parchemyn 

Than bere the hedes to the kechyn 
In to a caudꝛon let them be caſte 
And byd the coke lethe them faſte 
And loke that he the here of ſtryppe 
Of heed and berde and of lyppe 
Whan we be let and ſholde ete 
Loke that pe not fozgete 
Serue them in this maner 
To lye euer heed in a platter 
And bzynge them foꝛth in pour honde 
The vyſage vpwarde the tethe greuonde 
And loke they bꝛ no thynge rawe 
His name faſtened aboute thebzawe 
What he hyght and ol what kyn J boze 
And an hote heed bzynge me befoze 
As J were well apayed withall 
Faſte therofcte (hall 
As it were of tender chyke 

Foz to ſe how the ſaraſpnes it lyke 
The mary(ſhall ſofayth our geſte 
Anone dyde kynge Rychardesheſte 
Anone the waytes io mete blewe 
The mellengers no thynge knewe 
Ok Rychardes lawe ne ok his cuſtome 
Quod he frendes pe be welcome 
To them he was well compenable 
They were ſet at hye table 
Salte was let but no bzede 


Neyther wyne whyte no2 rede 
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The faraſynes gan fafte ſtare 
And thought how ſhall we fare 
Rynge Bycharde was ſet on the dele 
With dukes erles pꝛoude in pꝛeſe 
Fro kechyn came the kyrſte courle 

With trumppettes pypes and tabours 
The ſtewarde to well good peme 

To ſerue kynge Bycharde well to queme 
Leſte after mete tyde ony harme 
A laraſpnes heed anone all warme 

He bꝛought to kynge Bycharde not cleuede 
The name I wzyten on the fozhede 
Alwapye an heed byt wene two 

The melſengers were ſerued tho 

In the fozchecd wꝛyten the name 

Therot they had all grame 
But whan the names they leen 
(The teres ran out of theyr eyen 
Whan they the letters radde; 
Foz to be ſlayne they Were adꝛadde 
Rypnge Nycharde his epen to them dꝛewe 
And ſawe how they chaunged hewe 

Foz theyr frendes they lyghed loꝛe 

That they had loſt foz euermoze 

Ok theyr kynne and blode they were 
Tho that myghteupll fozbere 

Jade well ſozy chere 

And rewed the tyme that they came there 
Kynge Rycharde behelde them well 
How that they ete no moꝛcell 

The knyght that ſholde Bycharde ſerue 
With a knyfe he gan the heed carue 


Kynge Rycharde ete with herte good 
Thelaraſynes wende that he were wood 
Euerpche late ſtyll and plucked other 
And lapd this is the deuplles bꝛother 
That ſleeth our men and thus eteth 
But kynge Bycharde not fozgeteth 
Aboute hym he loked perne 
with wꝛothe ſemblaunt and with ſterne 
The melſengers tho he badde 
Foz my loue be you gladde 
Ind loke ve be well at eaſe ſet 
Why kerue ye not of your mete 
And ete faſte as J do 
Tell me why ye loureſo 
The mellengers ſoze quoke 
They ne durſtſpeke ne loke 
Ju to the erthe they wolde haue cropen 
Foz to haue ben ſlapne they hopen 
They anſwered hym neuer a woꝛde 
Quod Bycharde bere fro the boꝛde 
The mete that yebefoze them ſec 
! Indother mete pe them fet 
Men bꝛought bꝛede without bool 
Uenyſon cranes and rooſt 
Pyment clare and dꝛynke of the beſt 
Kynge Nycharde bad be merp his geſt 
Chere was none ok them that ete lyſte 
| Kynge Bychatde theyr thought well wyſte 
And ſayd frendes be not ſquemous 
This is the maner ot myhous 
To be ſerued fyrſt god it wote 
With a ſaralpnes heed all hote 
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But pour maner not Iknewe 
As Jama kynge cryſten and trewe 
But ye ſhall be in certapne 

All ſafe to wende home agayne 

Foz I ne wolde foz no thynge 

That woꝛde of me ſholde ſpꝛynge 
Chat J were ſo vylayneofmancrs 
F. on to mypldo meſſengers 

Tho they had eten and cloth folde N 
LKynge Bycharde gan them to beholde * 
On knees they aſked leue to gone 

That on meſlage theder come 
I date wellſaye by ſaynt Johñ 
They had leuer haue ben at home 
With wyfe chylde and theyr kynde 
Than all the good that was in ynde 
Kynge Bycharde ſpake to an olde man 
Wende home and tell thy lowdan 

His malyncolp that he abbate 

And allo ſape pe come to late 
To llowlp was the meſſage geſled 
Oz that ye came the fleſſhe was dꝛeſſed 
That men ſholde ther withllerue me 
Thus at none and all my mepne 
And lape hym it ſhall not auayle 
Ayenſt vs to gpue batayle 
Bꝛede wyne kleſſhe kylſhe and kunger 
we wyll neuer dye koꝛ hunger 
Whylethat we may wende to kyght 
And ſlee the ſaraſpnes downer 


yght 
Waſſhe th: flelſhe ſethe and bzethyn 


Wich one laralpne J may well fedyn 


Mell an nyne oz an ten 

Of mp good englylſhe men 

Lynge Rychardeſayd J you wraunt 
There is no kleſſhe lo nourpſſaunt 
To none englylſhe cryſten man 


Partryche heron feſauntneſwan 


Cowe ne oxe ſhepe ne lwyne 
Than is the llelſhe ot a laralpne 
Foꝛ they ben bothe fat and tender 
And my men lene and ſclender 
But whyle that ony ſaraſynes be 
Apue in this countree 
Foz mete wyll we not care 
Aboute ſhall we faſte fare 
And euery daye we Wyll ete 
As many as we may gete 
In to Englonde wyll we not gone 
Tyll they be eten euerpchone 

The meſſengers home dyde tourne 
Befoze the ſowdan they dyde mourne 
The elder knyght tolde the ſowdan 
That kynge Bycharde was a noble man 
And layd lozde J the warne 

In the woꝛlde is none ſo ſterne 

On knees we tolde hym our tale 

But it vs ne auapled no gale 
Ok our golde wolde he none 
He lware he had better wone 
Ok ryche trelour than haſt thou 
To vs ſapd J gvue it you 


Creſour golde cloth of pall 
＋ 


Parte it amonge pou all 
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To mete badde vs abyde 
We were let at a bozde hym beſyde 
That ſtode Bychardes table nygh 
But none of vs betoꝛʒe hym ſygh 
No bzede whyte ne loure 

But ſalte and none other lycoure 
What mele fyrſt befoꝛe hym came 
Well J behelde the leruyle than 
A knyght bꝛought fro the kechyn 
In heed ſoden ok a ſaraſyn 
Without here in a platter bꝛode 
His name befoꝛe his heed ſtode 
Was wꝛyt en aboute his eyen 
Me nedeth not oz to lpen 
What heed it was my felawe dyde aſke 
It was the lo wdan ſone of damaſke 
And loꝛzde as we lete in fere 

We were J ſerued in manere 

Euer an heed bytwene twape 
Fozſothe than wende we to dye 
There came bytwene my kelowe # me 
The kynges lone ok rube 

His of peres that late me by 

The thyzde was of lamary 

The fourth was of aufryke * 

Foz (020we tho gan we ſpke 

Our hertes tho bzake nye alonder 
Lode pet maylt thou here mo wonder 
Befoze kynge Bycharde a knyght in haſte 
Carued hym of the heed and he ete faſte 
With his tethe he grynded fleſſhe harde 
And as a wood man tho he farde 


withſhis epen ſtepe and grym 
He ſpake and we behelde hym 
He layd we ſholde go lafe and quyte 
#02 no man ſhall do you dyſpyte 
Þe the lendeth redy aniwere 
Oꝛ that we myght come there 
Men of our kynde were J flawe 
And gyneth not though thou ware dꝛawe 
And hyde thy ſtoze frome his hooſt 
F02 he ſayth his men make theyr booſt 
That he ne fhall let one a lyue 
In all his londe chylde ne wyue 
But flce all that he may kynde 
Sethe the flelſhe & with tethe grynde 
Hunger ſhall them none aple 
In to englonde wyll they not laple 
Tyll they haue made plapne warke 
is clothes of golde and his larke 
alandyn rent tho with Ire 
Kynges pꝛynces and many a ſyre 
Sapd alas that they were bozne 
Foz now we be all fozlozne . 
Fo2 they were wyght men and ſtronge 
Well alwaye we lyue to longe 
Alas that we thus be begone 
Mob that Bycharde hath Acrps wonne 
He hath ment pk he go koꝛth 
To wynne eeſt weſt ſouth and noꝛth 
And ete our chyldzen and vs 

Lode Salandyn what redeſt thou vs 
Sende to hym and beſeche them efte 
Foz them that ben on lyue lefte 
To let them go pk that he wolde 
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Gyue hym ſuche foz he wyll no golde 
Byche medes foz the nones 

Ok good perles and pꝛecyous ſtones 
Charged full many a coker 

yt that he wyll than hym pꝛofer 
Foz to fozſake Jheſu and Mary ; 
Thou whyte hym gyue londe a grete party 
To be in peas and let be warte 
Syth he is come lo karre 
Thou wylte not that he his trauapll leſe 
Graunte hym ſelfe to come and cheſe 
Tho londes that hym lyketh beſte 
And make hym ſowdan after heſte 
Atter thy ſelſe and rycheſte kynge 
Conferme it hym and his of pꝛynge 
And pl it be that he wyll ſo 
Swythe in peas he come the to 
And thou ſhalte foꝛgyue hym thy malatent 
Though he haue thy folke ſhent 

And as thy bꝛoder thou loue and kyſe 

In warre to be bolde and wyſe 
Ok all the woꝛlde to wynne the pꝛple 
And lo ſhall pe leue and be krendes 
with Jope to your lpues endes 
Salandpn by his lergeauntes 
Sente kynge Rychardehis pzeſauntes 
And beſought hym fo2 ſhame 

That he hath to eſtage tame 
And yfhe wolde his god foz(ake 
And mahowne to his loꝛde take 
Ol ſurrep he wyll make the kynge 
And of egypte that ryche thynge 


Ok darres and of babylopne 
Ol arres andofſuſopne 
Ofaufryke and of vogpe 
Ok all the londes of alyxſaundzye 
Of grece and eke of tyꝛe 
And of many an other empyꝛe 
And make he wyll the ſowdan anone 
Of all vnde to pꝛeſter Johan 
Kynge Bycharde anſwered the meſſengers 
Fpe on pou foule loſengers 
vou and Salandyn pour lozde 
The deuyll pou hange with a coꝛde 
Go lwythe and laye Salandyne 
Chat he make to mo2owe a fpne 
Foz all his dogges in hoſtage 
Oꝛ they ſhall dye on euyll tage 
And pf I map haue a fewe pere 
Or all the londes that pe reken here 
ſhall not leue halte a fote 
god do mp foule bote 
Iwyll not leue mp loʒdes lawe 
Ok al the londes vnder heuen ahawe 
And but haue the rode to moꝛowe 
His men ſhall dye with ſozowe 
They anſwered at the fozme 
They wyſte nat where it was become 
Quod kynge Rychardelythit is lo 
IJ wotewell what Jhaue to do 
pour ſowdan is not ſo ſlye 
So queyntly to blere myn eye 
He cleped his knyghtes anone, 
And bad them to Fcrys go 
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And take ot laraſpnes ſyxty thoulandes 
Anditznytte behynde them theyr hondes 
And lede them out of the cyte 
And ſinpte ot theyr hedes without pyte 
And lape J (hall teche Salandyn 
To pꝛaye me to lyue on oppolyn 
They were b20ught out ot the towne 
Saue twenty he helde at raunſo wne 
They were bꝛought in to a place cuen 
Than hardeBycharde an aungell of heuen 
That lapd ſeygnyours tues tues 
Spare them nought behede all thele 
Kynge Kycharde herde the aungelles vople 
He thanked god and the holy croyle 
They were beheded haſtelyche 
And J caſte into a dyche 
Thus kynge Bycharde wan Acrys 
God graunte vs all his (wete blys 
His doughty dedes who wyll here 
Lyſten now to me with good chere 


¶ pet ot an other batayll / and how kynge Rp 
charde wan it / allo wan the cyte ok arlour. 


was bekoꝛe ſapnt James tyde 
Whan the foules began to chyde 
KyngeBychatde wente fozth a pace 
Towarde the cyte of cayface_ 

Euer fozth by the maryne 
By the ryucr ot chaplyne 
Salandpn that herde tell 
Ind came pzyckynge after ſneli 


| 


With ſyxty thouſande ſaraſynes ſtronge 
And thought to do the cryſten wzonge 
He ouertoke the rerewarde 
And there began a batayllharde 
Haſtelyſwerdes they dꝛewe 
And many a cryſten they ſlewe 
Cinarmed was the rerewarde 
And fledde in haaſt to kynge Nycharde 
Whan kynge Bycharde herde this 
That the (araſynes ſlewe men of his 
On fauell of lypꝛes he (ate falowe 
That was ſwyfte as ony [wWalowe 
The kynges baner was on felde 
The laraſynes theron behelde 
Whan they the baner myght lee 
er began foz to flee 
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Aynge Bycharde after gan ryde 
And they tourned at that tyde 
And (mote togyder with grete randowne 
As the wozide ſholde fall downe 
Kynge Bycharde befozeſmote 
With his axe that byttet bote 
he them to hewed and to carfe 
Manp aſaraſyn vnder his honde ſtarte 
And many one ] tell you ſyker 
Hente thepr dethe in that beker 
Thozugh a carte of Hoberte ganter 
That was let in the myꝛe 
The carter loſt his honde ryght 
There was ſlayne many a knyght 
Foz that harneys kepte men fourty 
Ind therof was ſlayne thyꝛty 

ſoz Saland pnes ſones theder came 
And the harneys them bename 
Kynge Bychardehyed hym thederwarde 
To reicowehis rere warde 
vet almooſt he came to late 
And that was lene therate 
In honde he helde his axe good 
Many a laralyn he let blode 

There was none armure verament 
That mygh withſtonde his dente 
And the longe lpaye that tyde 
Faughtryght well on euery ſyde 
That downe it wente all that he (mots 
With his werde that bytter dote 
And the batayll was doutous 
And to our men full perpilous 


Fo: the hete was ſo ſtronge 
And the duſt role them amonge 
And haue let the cryſten honde 
That they fell deed on the (onde 
Mo dyed koz hete at ſhozte wozdes 
Than foz dente of ſpere and \werdes 
Kynge Rycharde was almooſt arteynt 
And in the pouder well nygh adꝛeynt 
Upon his knees he gan downe fall 
Helpe ot Jheſuhegan toz to call 
Foz lou? of his moder marye 
And as I fynde in his ſtozye 
He ſawe come ſaynt Geoꝛge the knyght 
Upon a ſtede was good and lyght 
In armes that were whyte as kloure 
With a croſſe of reed coloure 
All that he mette in that ſtounde 
Ho2s and man he felde to grounde 
Anone the wynde gan wexe lyght 
And ſterne ſtrokes he gan dyght 
Whan kynge Rycharde lawe that lyght 
In his herte he wexed good and lyght 
And egerlyas a lyon without fayle 
The ſaraſynes he began to aſſayle 
And than bzaundys the lumbarde 
Bobcrte turnam and kynge Bycharde 
All tho that apenſt them gan dzyue 
Soone they berefte them theyr lyue 
The ſaraſynes fledde to reſeth 
To the mount of Nazareth 
They were lo hyed at the ſpoꝛe 
That moche of theyr folke they loze 
F 
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And kynge Rycharde wente a pace 
Unto the cyte of capface 
And thanked the kynge of glozye 
Of that grace and of that vyctozye 
And all they made grete ſolace 
Foz the wynnynge of capface 
Now as this was a gracyous dede 
Lyſten now how J ſhall you rede 
Soone on the moo we he let crye 
That all his hooſt ſholde hye 
To warde the cyte of paleſtyne 
Euer fozth by the maryne 
Theyrpauylyons gan they tell 

And to longe there dyde they dwell 

Foz to abyde theyr vytayle 

That came by water ſaunce faple 
Certes that was the wozſte dwellynge 
That euer dwelled Bycharde our kynge 
Therwhyles the lowdan Salandpne 
Sente after many a ſaralyne 
To bete downe the caſtell 
That was cleped meruell 

And the caſtell calatyn 

That was made ok good engyn 
Ok ſezarp they felde the wall 
And toure ok arſoure all. 

Jaffe caſtell they bette a downe 
And the good caſtell tozowne 
Caſtell pylgrym they felde there 
And the good caſtell laffcre 
The caſtell of ſapnt Geoꝛge derapne 
They bette downe and made all plapne 


The walles they felde of Jhetuſalem 
Ind cke the wallesof Bedlem 
Maydens caſtell they let ſtonde 
And the caſtell of aukes londe 
By tho coſtes no moze they let 
Foz BychardeCholde haue no reſet 
And whan they had thus J do 
Aynge ycharde they lente vnto 
And lapd they wolde the nexte moꝛowe 
Mete hym in the kelde wich lozowe 
The lowdan layd he wolde to hym redy 
yt he durſte hym abyde 
Vnder the kozeſt ok arloure 
He wolde allayle his valoure 
Aynge Bycharde made it not tough 
Ok tat tydynges fullloude he lough 
KyngeBycharde let crye in his hooſt 
In the name ot the holygooſt 
That they ſholde wich vygoure 
Beſte that nyght in arſoure 
And dyght them all redy than 
On the moꝛowe to kyght with the ſowdan 
On laynt Maryes euen the natpuyte 
Thus ſame batayll ſholbe be 
There was many an hethen man 
That with the Salandyn came than 
Ok vnde of perle of babployne 
Df araby andofluloyne 
Of aukryke and o voyge 
Ol all the londe or alplaundze 
Ok grete grece and of tyze 
Ok many an other ryche emppꝛe 
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Ok mo londes than ony man can telt 
Saue he that made bothe heuen and hell 
That nyght was Bycharde befoze arſoure 
Under the fozeſt of lyſoure 

With hym there were of Englonde 
Wyaht knyghtes doughty of honde 
Moche frenſſhe folke and templers 
Gaſcoynes and eke hoſpytalers 
Of pꝛouauncea fayre company 
Ot poyle and of lumbardy 

Of gene of lylyle and of coſtaàn 
There was many adoughty man 
Olk eſtryche and of almayne 

That well coude fyght in a playne 
Ok cryſten ktiyghtes that were hende 
The kfapres hooſt to the wozldes ende 
And ve ſhall here as it is wzyten 
How that the batayll was Ilmpten 
Salandyn came by a mountapne 
And ouerſpꝛadde hyll and playne 
Syrty thoulande ſapd the ſpye 
Came in the fyrſtc company 
With longe ſperes and hye ſtedes 
Ok golde and lyluer was theyr wedes 
Fyfty thoulande came after warde 
Ok laralpnes ſtoute and harde 
With many a penlell and ſplklatowne 
And ot ſendell bzyght and bzowne 
After came fyue and fyfty thouſonde 
With Salandpn on ſtedes rounde 
They came armed from fote to hede 
In full good harnes as Jrede 


Che thoulande turkoys came at the laſſ 
with bowe curkeys and arblaſt 
Athouſande tabourers and mo 
All at ones they (mote tho 
That all the erch quaked vnder 
There men myghtle grete wonder 
Now ſpeke we of Recharde our kynge 
Hewhe came with his gynnes to batapllynge 
He was arnied in ſpentes of ſtele 
And late vpon his good ſtede fauele 
well hym loued baron and knyght 
Foz he coude well oꝛdayue a fyght 
The fprſt batayle to the templers 
He gaue oute the holpytalers 
And he bad them go out in goddes name 
(The deuyll to ſhenſhyp and to ſhame 
Jakes denys and Johſt denes 
Betoze wente in that pꝛes 
In che wo!lde there ne were 
Better knyghtes than they were 
Foꝛth they pꝛycked full hardyly 
With knyghtes thoulandes twenty 
And they laralpnes ſoone they mette 
With grymly launces they them grette 
Many a laralpne had theyr fyn 
That wente to theyr god appolpn 
And tho that were llapne ot our 
Wente to Jhelucryſt our ſaupour 
Jakes denys was a good knyght 

To ſlee the ſaraſynes he dyde his myght 
He pꝛycked befoze his folke to rathe 
With his two lones that was ſkathe 


Che thouſande tnrkes come With booſt 
Bytwene Jakes and his hooſt 

There myght no knyght come hym to 
Foz no thynge that they myght do 
Mepther he myght not withdzawe 
oz the people of the hethen lawe 
It was ſcathe by Jhelu cryſte 
That kynge Bycharde therof not wyſte 
Foꝛ he was pet all behynde 

Foz to 02deyne twenty thouſande 
Tho ſholde the duke of burgopne 
Lede and the erle of coloyne 
Thus they came and dyde the pr detere 
Apenſt the hethen pantenere 
And Jakes and his ſones two 
Almooſt were ſlayne tho 
They layde on euery ſyde ryght 
And llewe the laralpn es with myght 
Twenty Jakes ſlewe t eyther of his ſones ten 
Ol the crewell hethen men 

Ten lyth his hozs was felde 

And euer he couered hym with his ſhelde 

He had no helpe ol his templers 

Noz of none ok his holpytalers 
Neuertheles doughtely he faught 
The ſaralynes yet felde hym naught 
well he lapde on withſwozde 
Ind euer he cryed Jhelu lozde 
Ichall dye foꝛ thy loue 
Kcceyue my loule to heuen aboue 
The ſaraſyne lade ou with theyr male 
And all to frulſhed hym in the face 


AY 
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Hym and his two lones bothe 
Kynge Bychardetherfoze was Wothe 
But whan kynge Bychardeherde this 
That dced was Jakes denys 
Alas he fayd this is wzonge 
That J haue byd behynde lo longe 
He lmote fauell with ſpozes of golde 
Come after hym who lo wolde 
Alaunce in his honde he helde 
Ther with he (mote an admyꝛall in the ſhelde 
Tye dente lmote thozugh the hethen harte 
I vnderſtande he gan to lmarte 
Kynge Bycharde his honde withdzewe 
And with his launce a kynge he ſlewe 
And ſo he dyde an admpꝛaple 
And fyue dukes without fayle 

All that heraught with his launce ſelue 
Aynge Bycharde ther with ſle we kynges twelue 
The. xiui. Enyght vnto the chynne jje kerke 
The launce bꝛake the laralyne ſterfe 

His axe froinethearſon he dꝛewe 

And many a laraſyne therwith he flewe: 
He (mote (ome on the ſhulder bone 
And carued them to the ladell anone 
And lome he pared the crowne 
That they ne helped mahowne 
There was no armure made with honde 
That myght Bychardes axe withſtonde. 
Of imp tale be not awondꝛed 
The tren(ſhe layd he llewe an hondꝛed 
Wheroft is made this englylſhe lawe 
Oꝛ he reſted hym ony thzawe 


Hym folowed many an englyſſhe knyght 
hat egerly helped hym to kyght 
And layde on as they were wode 
Tyll valeps ranne all on blode 
The laraſynes lapd in theyr pauylyons 
That the cryſten tated as lyons 

And chat Bycharde with theyr folke fares 
As hende grehoundes do with hares 
Upon thyeyr ſtedes tho thep lepte 
Swardes and lperes to them they grepte 
Many a man there ſlee other 
And many alaraſyne his bzother 
And many of the hethen houndes 
With theyr tethe gnewe the groundes 
And by the blode vpon the gras 
Men myght le where Bycharde was 
Bꝛapne and blode he ſhedde J nowe 
Many an hoꝛs his guttes dzowe 
There was many an emty ladell 
It bewepte the chylde in the cradell 
He thought to reſcowe Jakes denayne 
But 02 he came he was llapne 

Foz he and his lones anone 
were all to fruſſhe flelſhe and bone 
vet had he them to his pauylyowne 
In deſpyte of theyr god mahowne 
Tho fought Bycharde on euery lyde 
(The laralynes durſt hym not abyde 
Spxty thouſande and leuen lcoꝛe 
At ones Bychacde dꝛoue hym bekoze 
Up apenſt an hye clyue 
hep tledde as dere were dzyue 


And foꝛ the dꝛede of kynge Rycharde 
Of the clete they fell downe warde 
And all to bꝛake hozs and man 
That neuer came to lpue apan 
Chat ſawe the ſowdan Salandpne 
He was ſyker his lyfe to tyne 

He lefte his pauplyon and his tent 
And fledde awaye verament 
Than kynge Bycharde lawe hym kleande 
He ſewed after taſte ſlyngande 

To ſlee the ſowdan he had thought 

And foz he myghtouertake hym nought 
And of a foteman a bo we he toke 
And dꝛe we it vp to the hoke 
And ſhotte it to the lowdan anone 

And ſmote hym thozugh the ſhulder bone 
Thus the ſowdan with doloure 
Fledde frome the batayll of arfure 
Spxty thoulande there were ſlawe 
Saraſynes of the hethen lawe 
And of cryſten but ten ſcoꝛe 
Bleſſyd be Jheſu cryſte therfoze 

Kpnge Bycharde toke his pauplyons 

Ok ſendeil and of ſplke latons 

They were ſhapen with caruelles' 

Ok golde and ſyluer were theyr penſelles 
Many was the noble Jeſte 
Was theron paynted of wylde beſte 
Tygres dꝛagons lyons and lybarde 
And this wonne good kynge Bycharde 
Bounde in cofers and grete males 

He gate therwith out tales 


Flozypnes belauntes and whyte tozneys 
Sylke lampte and eke larſpneps 
Ot treſour they had lo moche wonne 
That they ne wylte where it to done 
Kynge Bycharde with grete honour 
Wente to the cyte of arſoure 
And reſted hym there all nyght 
And thanke Jhelu cryſtes myght 
On the mozowe kynge Bycharde aroſe 
His dedes were ryche and his loſe 

Ok naples he cleped ſyr ganter 

That was his mapſter holpytaler 

And bad hym take with hym knyahtes 
Stoute in armes ſtronge in fyghtes 
And go pe the klede to 
There the batayll had ben do 

And lede Jakes the barowne 

In to Jheruſalem towne 

And bury hym in the erth rychelp 

Foz he was a man kull woꝛthy 

Anone it was done without cheſte 
Haſtely kynge Bychardes heſte 

And thus kynge Bycharde wan arlour 
God gyue his ſoule grete honour 

Fro thens he wente ryght ſone 

To warde the cyte of babylone 


CHowkyngeBychardeallepged the cyte 
of babyloyne and how he wan it / a olf two 
deuplles / that one in lypkenes of mare / 
that other in lykenes of a colte-wherofp 


ſowdan lente the colte to kỹge Bycharde, 


Dc chefe ſowdan of hethenys 
To babplopne he was flowen Jwys 
After his counleyll he ſente that tyme 
That theder came many a paynym 
An hondzed thoulande that day was telde 
Ok ſpoꝛes of golde in the felde 

Without all that other putayle 

| (Thattheder came without fayle 

Foz ſo he lapd that was the ſpye 

That tolde folke on bothe partye 

Foure hondꝛed thouſande or hethen men 
To batayll had the ſowden 

No w herken and it be pour Wyll 

The woꝛdes that J ſhall ſayeyou tyll 
There men loueth trouth and ryght 
Euer god ſendeth ſtrength and myght 


Chat was there full well ſene 
Ok our cryſtenmen J wene 
There was no mo in boke J founde 
n all but foure ſcoze thoulande 
Aynge Rycharde. xxx. thoulande ladde 
Foz Phelyp of fraunce ꝭ his men were badd⸗ 
Fyfty thouſandeledde he 
By the one ſyde of that cyte 

To kepe with the laralynes ſtoute 
Was none lo bolde that durſt come out 
Foz Bycharde on that other ſpde laye 
On batayll redy euery daye 
With (pzyngelles and with mangenelles 
With many arowes and quarelles 
Faſte they (langeharde ſtones 
Bekerynge with them foꝛ thenones 
There was no ſaraſyne ſo ſtoute 
That ones the Wall durſt loke out 
Che cyte was ſo ſtronge within 
That no man myght to them wyn 
The ſtronge gynnes foꝛ the nones 
Co bzeke the Walles With the tones 
Theyr gates and theyr barbycan 
And be ye lure many a hethen man 
Made them counter harde and ſtronge 
And many a man was ſtayne amonge 
Ot the cryſten was manp lane 
But on the krenſſhe fell the mooſt payne 
Fo; had kynge Phylyp trewe be 

All the lz ege ot 


that cyte 
gere ne had lcaped no man 
Heiben bynge ne ſowdan 


That ne had be ſlaynedowne ryght 
Foz Bycharde euer vpon the nyght 
Whan they were gone to theyr reſte 
With his men he was ful! pꝛeſte 

And gaue them batapll full ſmarte 
That no man myght haue ſtarte 
And llewe them do wne grete plente 
And wylde fy2e they caſte in to the cyte 
The ſaraſpnes defended them faſte 
With bowe turkeys and with arblaſte 
Full harde fyght was them bytwene 
So they ſayd that dyde it {ene 
Nuarelles and arowes ſo thycke dyde flye 
As doth the rayne that falleth fro the ſkyg 
And the wylde fyꝛe the folke ganbzen 
A counſeyll coke the hethen men 
To kyght with them vpon the felde 
They wolde not the cyte pelde 
Up ſtode theyrlatemere on the wall 
Ind cryed vnto the folke all 

Ind aſked trues of Bycharde there 
But he wolde not graunt in no ma nere 
And with hym myght he not ſpede 
To take trues foꝛ no nede 

Nape certes ſayd Bycharde than 
Tyll I haue ſlapne the lowdan 
And all that ben in that cyte 
The latemere tho tourned his eye 
To that other ſyde of the towne 
And cryed trues with grete ſowne 
To the ryche kynge ok fraunce 

And he graunted with 9 
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Foz apozcyon of golde 
And elles had the cyte be polde 
And the ſaraſynes all J flayne 
But the ſowdan was full tayne 
And all his folke on Rycharde fpll 
Fo: that other ſyde was all ſtyll 
Rycharde wende Phylyp had fought 
And he and his men dyde nought 
But made merp all that nyght 
And were traytours in that fyght 
Jo he loued no crowues to crake 
But to do trealon and trelour take 
The kynge of fraunce to Rycharde lende 
That they myght them no lenger defende 
Fo; hunger ot hym and his men allo 
He mult bꝛeke lyege and awaye go 
Full wothe was kynge Bycharde than 
And ſapd to that curſed falle man 
Foz couctyſe and fo2 treſoure 
He doth hym ſelte dyſhonoure 
That he ſhall laralpnes reſpyte gyue 
It is harme that ſuche men lyue 
He bzakeſyege and dyde withdzawe 
Ok trelour and ryches he was farse 
Grete Jope the (araſynes made amonge 
With clarpons trumpettes c merp ſonge 
(The nexte dayeatter than 
Melleugers came tro the lowdan 
And grette kynge Bycharde in this manere 
And layd yf thy wyll it were 
p loʒde the ſowdan to the ſente 
Xt thou wylte graunte in pzelente 


Chou arte ſtronge of fleſſhe and bones 
And he is doughty foꝛ the nones 
Thou doſt hym grete harme he ſlaves 
And dyſtropeſt all his tountrapes 
And lleeſt his men and eteſt amonge 
All that thou dooſt is wzonge 
And thou craueſt herytage in this londe 
But he doth the to vnderſtonde 
That thou therto haſte no ryght 
Thou fayeſt thy god is full ot mygh 
Wylte thou graunte with ſpere and ſhelde 
To detrepue the tyght in the felde 
With helme hauberke and bzondes bꝛyght 
On ſtronge ſtedes good and lyght 
Whether ben of moze power 
Thy god almyghty oz Jupyter 
And he me ſente to ſape this 
yt thou wylte haue an hoꝛs of his 
2 all the londes that thou haſt gone 
uche ne la weſt thou neuer none 
Fauell of lypꝛes ne lyarde of pꝛys 
Ben not at nede as he is 
Ind yk thou wylet this ſame dape 
Dc ſhall be bzought the to aſſaye 
Rycharde anlwered thou ſayeſt well 
Suche an hoꝛs by ſlaynt Myghell 
I wolde haue to ryde vpon 
Foꝛ myn ben wery and foꝛgon 
Ind J ſhall foʒ my loꝛdes loue 
That ſytteth on hye in heuen abone 
And his owne hozs be good 
With a ſpere to ſhede his blood py 
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That ſholde hym holde ayenſt his wylt 


pt that he wyll J graunte and holde 
In that maner that thou haſt tolde 
As I muſt to god my ſoule pelde 
I ſhall mete hym in the felde 
Bydde hym ſende that hozs to me 
And I ſhall aſſape what he be 

f he be truſty without fayle 
kepe none other to me in bataple | 
The meſſengers tho home wente 
And tolde the ſowdan in pzeſente 
That Rycharde in þ felde wolde come hym to 
The ryche ſo wdan badde to come hym Unto 
A noble clerke that coude well coniotire 
That was a mayſter nygvomanloure 
He commaunded as F yon tell 
Though the kendes myght of hell 
Two ſtronge fendes of the ay2e 
In lykenesof two ſtedes fayꝛe 
Bothe lyke of hewe and here 
As men ſayd that there were 
No man (awe neuer none ſyche 
Chat one was a mare IJ lyche 
That other a colte a noble ſtede | 
Where that he were in ony mede | 
Were the knyght neuer lo bolde | 
Whan the mare nye wolde 


But ſoone he wolde go her tyll 

And knele downe and ſoukehis dame 

Therwhyle the ſowdan with ſhame 

_ Sholdekynge Nycharde quell 
Allthisan aungell gan hym tell 
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| Fozhemay do thenoſhame 


at tohym came aboute mydnyght 
Awake he (ayd goddes knyghtes 
Mylo2de doth the to vnderſtonde 5 
That the ſhall come on hoꝛzs to londe ö 
Fapꝛe it is of body IJ pyght | 
To betrape the yr the ſowdan myght 
On hym to ryde haue thou no dꝛede 
Foz he the helpe (hall at nede 
Purnep the a tree grete and ſtronge 
Though it be kourty fotelonge 
And truſſe it ouerthwarte his mane 

Al that he meteth ſhall haue theyr bane 
With that tree he (hall downeffell 
Jtisafende as I the tell 
Byde onhymin goddes name 


Take a bꝛydell lapd the aungelt 
And make it faſt on his muſlell 
Ind be the bꝛydell in his mouth 
Byde eeſt welte noꝛth and (ſouth 

He (hall the ſerue at thy wyll 

Whan the ſowdan ſhall ryde the tyll 
Take here a ſpere heed of ſtele 

He hath none armure wzought lo wele 
But it be peryſſhed be thou bolde 
Whan the aungell had thus J tolde 
In to heuen agapne he wente al 
On the moꝛowe the hozs was tohymſente 10 
KyngeBycharde of that hoꝛs was blythe 
He let hym dyght a ladell ſwythe 
Bothe his ar lones were of Iren 
Bycaule they ſholde well duren 
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with a chayne togyder faſte 
The bzydeil vpon the heed he caſte 
As the aungellhad hym caught 
Two good hokes tozgatehe naught 
In his ar(on he let betoze 

With ware he ſtopped his eres thoze 
And layd by the apoſtelles twelue 
Thougy thou be the deuyll hym lelue 
Thou ſhaite me heipe at this nede 
Now he chat on the rode gan blede 
And lultced grymly woundes fyue 
And lyth he role from deth to lyue 
And afcer wente to hell 

And the endes myght gan fell 
And afterwarde ſtyed in to heuen 
God foz his names leuen 
Pne god in perlones the 
In his name J coniure the 
That thou me ſerue at my wyll 

De (Hoke his heed and ſtode ſtyll 

Aynge Bycharde made hym redy that nyghe 
On the moꝛowe whan it was lyght 

Seuen lowdans with grete route 
Ot that cyte were ſente oute 

And vataplled them in theyr arape 
Df grete meruayll IA wyll pou lape 
That daye was tolde without leſpnge 
Df ſowdans and of hygh kyngeg 
There were foutty and mo 
The leeſt bzought with hym tho 
Twenty thoulande and ten 
Apenſt our good cryſten men 
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And kuer was twelue or them 
Jyenſt one of our cryſten men 
well twelue mpyle a cooſt 

Laye the ſaraſpnes hooſt 
Che grounde myght vnneth be ſene 
Foz bꝛyght armure and ſperes kene 
Chey made ſheltron a batayll abyde U 
Mellengers bytwene dyde ryde 4 
| To kynge Phelpp & kynge Bychatde 
t they woldeholde fozwarde 2 
That they made the daye befoze x 
(Theſaraſynes ben redy leſſe q moꝛe * 
Foure hondꝛed thouſande there bene ah 
| Kynge Bycharde ganloke andfene 
Lyke as ſnowe lyeth on the mountapnes 
So were full fylled hyllcs and playnes 
With ha wberkes bꝛyght a harneys clere 
Ok trumpettes and of tabourere 
To here the nople it was grete wonder 
As the woꝛlde aboue and vnder 
| Sholde haue fallen lo fared the ſowne 
Our cryſten hooſt made them bowne 
Kynge Bycharde nothynge them a dꝛadde 
To his folke hoꝛs and harnes he gradde 
He layd felawes fo the rood 
Lohe pe be of comfozte good 
Foz we gete the pꝛyce this daye if 
Ok hethenes all the noblaye 0 
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Fo2 euermoze we haue wonne 
But he that made mone and ſonne 
Bur helpe and gyue vs myght 
Beholde how that IJ chall kyght; 


With (werde ſpere and axe of ſtele 
But J this daye mete hym wele 
Euer moꝛe fro hens fozwarde 
Holde me foz a feynt cowarde 
But euerp crpſten man and page 
Haue to nyght to his wage 
An heed ol a blacke ſaraſyne 
Thoꝛugh goddes helpe and myne 
Suche wozke J wyll amonge them make 
Ot tho that J may ouertake 

That fro this tyme to domes dape 

They (hall ſpeke ot my paye 

Euery cryſten man was armed wele 
Bothe in Iren and eke in ſtele 

The kynge ot fraunce with his batayll 
Was redy the ſaraſynes to aſſayll 9 
And aboue the ſaralynes they rode | 
Sheltrons pyght and batayll abode 

And kozſtopped the londe wepes 

That they myght not flee the countreyes 
Nepther no locoure to them come 

But they were ſlayne oz nome 
The krenſſhe men dyde booſt make 
To ſlee laraſpnes and crownes crake 
But in Jeſtes as it is tolde 
There Was none of them lo bolde 
To nygh the laralpnes ſheltrone 
@Tpll kynge Bycharde was J come 
Now comech Bycharde with his hooſt 
And d them by an other cooſt 
Byt them and the cyte 
That none ot them myght flee 


| 
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But they wolde to the ryuer gone 
Oz elles the cryſten ſholde them ſlone 
Than had Bycharde hooſtes thꝛe 
That one gaue aſſaute to the cyte 
The leconde with hym he ladde 

To bꝛynge his hozs he badde 

That the ſowdan had hym lente 

he layd with his owne pꝛeſente 
I hall hym mete longe oꝛ nyght 
He lepte on hozs whan it was lyght 
Oz he in his ladell dyde lepe 
Ok many thynges he toke kepe 
He lacked nought that he ne had 
His men bꝛought hym that he bad 


Beloꝛe his ſadell anone he it lete 
Faſte that they ſholde it bzale 
CTThat it fayled koz no calſe 
And lo they dyde with hokes of Tren 
And good rynges that wolde duren 
Other faſtenpnge none there was 
But Iren chaynes foz all that cas 
And they were wꝛought full well 
Bothe his gyzthes and his ptytrell 
And a queyntyſe ot᷑ the kynges owne 
| Uponhishozs was thzowne 

Bekoꝛe his arſon an axe ot ſtele 
And on that other ſyde a malwele 
Hymſelke was rychely begone 
Frome the creſte ryght to the tone 
He was couered wonderſly wele 


All with ſplentes of good = 
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Ind there aboue an hauberke 
Aſhafte he hadof truſtp werke 
Vpon his ſhulder a ſhelde of ele 
With thꝛe lyardes depapnted wele 
And helme he had of ryche entaple 
Cruſty and trewe was his ventaple 
Upon his creſte a doue whyte 
Spygnyfyaunce of the holy (pyzyte 
Upona croſſe the doue ſtode 

Ok golde Þ wzought ryche and good 
God hym lelfe Mary and Johñ 
As he was done the rode vpon 


In ſygnpfyaunce foz whome he faught 


The lpere heed fozgate he naught 
Upon his ſhafte he wolde it haue 
Goddes name theron was graue 
Now herken what othe he [Ware 
Oz they to the batayll wente thare 
Pit were ſo that Bycharde myght 
Slee the ſowdanin felde with fygy6 
At our wpll cucrychone 
He and his ſho. de gone 

In to the cyte of babylopne 
And the kynge ol malydoyne 
He ſholde haue vnder his honde 
Aud yl che ſowdanof that londe 
Myght ſlee Bycharde in the felde 
Wich (werde oz ſpere nder ſhelde 
That cryſten men ſholde go 

Out of that londe foʒ euer mo 
And the laralpnes theyr wyll in wolde 


Quod kynge Bycharde therto IJholde 


Cherto mygloue xs J am knyght 
They be armed and redy dyght 
Kynge Rycharde to his ladeil dyde lepe 
Een who that wolde take kepe 
To le that lyght it were fapꝛe 
| (Thepr ſtedes ranne with grete ayze 
Alſo harde as they myght dy2e 
After theyr fete ſpꝛange out kyʒe 
Tabours and trumpettes gan blowe 
There men myghytle in a thzowe 
How kynge Bychatde that noble man 
Encountred with the fowdan 
The chefe was tolde of damas 
His truſte vpon his mare was 
And — 5 as the boke vs telles 
| 


Dis crouper henge full of belles 
And his bars and his arſowne 
Thze myle men mpght here the ſowne 
His mare nyghed his belles dyde rynge 
| Fo2grete pꝛyde without leſpnge 

; Ifaucon bꝛode in honde he bare 

17 02 he thought he wolde thare 

Haue ſlayne Rycharde with treaſowne 
| Pope his colte ſholde kucle downe 
Asa colte ſholde ſouke his dame 
And he was ware ot that ſhame 
Bis eres With were were ſtopped kaſte 
| (Therfoze Bycharde was not agaſte 


In his ſhelde verament 
Was paynted a ſerpent 
Aynge n. K 


He ſtroke the fende that bnder hym wente 
And gaue the lowdan his deth with a dente 


Ni, 


With the ſpere that Bycharde helde 
He bare hym thoꝛugh vnder his ſhelde 
None of his armure myght hym laſte 
B2ydell and peytrell all to bzaſte 
His gyꝛthes and his ſteropes allo 
His mare to grounde wente tho 
Maugre her heed he made her leche 
The grounde without moze ſpeche 
His fete to warde the fyꝛmament 
Behynde hym the lpere out Went 
There he fell deed on the grene 
Bycharde ſmote the fende with ſpoꝛes kene 
And in the name ofthe holy gooſt 
He dꝛpueth in to the hethen hooſt 
And as ſoone as he was come 
Aſonder he bꝛake the ſheltrone 
And all that euer afoze hym ſtode 
Hoꝛs and man to the grounde pode 
Twenty fote on eyther ſyde 
All chat he ouertoke that tyde 

On lpue was there lekte none 
Though out he made his hozs gone 
As bees\Warine out of hyues 
The cryſten men hym after dꝛyues | 
And cryed than llee downe ryght | 
Bothe ſowdans kynges and knyght | 
Whan the kynge of fraunce wyſte & his men 
That the mayſtry had the cryſten 
They wered bolde and good herte toke 
Stedes beſtrode and ſhaftcs ſhoke 
The kynge of fraunce with a ſpere 
An hethen kynge gan downe bere 


Ind other erles and barg wneg 
Noble nien of grete rena mnes 
Slewe the ſaralynes done ryght 
Ot englonde many anohle kuygiz 
wꝛought full well chat dave 
Ok lalyſbury the long pays 
To grounde he kelde mis bonds 
All tho that he befoze fonde $6! 
Nexte kynge Rycharde euer he was 
And of mulcon [yr Thomas 
Fouke doly Roberteof leyceſter 
Jn the wozlde was not thepr better 
Where that ony of them came 
They ſpared notherwgpne ne grome 
That they ne felde alla downe. 
The ſaraſynes ſledde in to the town 
Foz grete ſoꝛo we that cheyſeen 
The teres ranne out oftheyr eyen 
And ſwythe mercy they cryde 
And ſoone they opened the gates wyde 
And let them in at theyr wpll come 
The cryſten than the cyte nome 
Anone haſtelp ther wic hall 
They let bancrs on the wall 
The kynges armes ot euglonde 
Whan Salandyu gan to vnderſtonde 
That the cyte peided was 
He gan to cryeand ird 
The pzyleof $464 Done 
And tho began to flee fjytſooge 
With hym many a haton and knyght 
But kynge Bycharde that was wyght 
Aypnge n. F 
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What he ſawe the ſowdan flye 
Abyde cowarde he layd onhye 
And I (hail the pꝛeue falſe 
And thy curſed goddes alle 
Kynge Bycharde dꝛyued after hym faſte 
(The ſowdan was loze agaſte 
Agrete wood befoze hym heſawe 
Theder in a grete haſte he klawe 
Bychatde wente the wood nere 
He douted of encombzere 
8 myght not in fox his tre 
one he tourned his hoꝛle eye 
Wich that he mette a hethen kynge 
His axe he dꝛewe out ol his rynge 
And he hytte hym on the creſte 
That his lyke no lenger laſte 
Another he raught vpon the lhelde 
The heed klewe in to the felde 
Spre he llewe of bethen kynges 
To tell the fothe in all thynges 
In his geſte as Jfynde _ 
Moe than twenty thouſpnde 
Ofemty ſtedes aboute pode 
Up to thefote lakes in blode 
All a ſtraye aboute they pede 
What man wolde myght ryde 
That bataylllaſted tyll it was nyght 
But whan they had ſlayne downe tyght 
The laraſynes that they myght take 
Grete Joye the cryſten dyde make 
They kneled and thanked god in heuen 
And wozfhypped his names ſcuen 


On bothe ſydes were folkes Tllawe 
But the nombꝛe of the hethen lawe 
That laye deed bpon the feloe 

To god they gan theyr ſoules pelde 
There were llayne hondzedes the 
And of the laralynes moꝛe plente 
An hondꝛed thoulande and pet mo 
Lo ſuche grace god lente tho 
The cryſten in to the cyte gone 

Ok golde a lyluer d pꝛecpous ſtone 

They founde Inowe Without faple 

Mete and dꝛyntze and other vytaple 

On the mozowe whan the kynge atoſe 

His dedes were ryche and his lole . 
The laraſpnes befozehyra come 
And alked hym cryſtendome 
Cͤhere were cryſted as I fynde 
Mone than twenty thoulynde 
Chyrches he let make of cryſtes lawe 
And theyr maumettes all to dꝛawe 
And tho that wolde not cryſten become 
Chey were llayne all and lome 
| And departed that treſour 
Amonge cryſten with honour 1 
Erle baron knyght and knaue 
Had as moche as they wolde haue 
Whan this was done J pou laye 
He let his colte vanyſſhee awaye 


CHowkynge Rycharde and the kynge of fraun 

ce were wꝛothe togyder / and how þ kynge ot traũ | 

wente home to his londe. i 
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Here they divelted fotitfenyhy 
And afretwiltbe they em byghs 
Towarde Jen they gan tyde 
Lynge Phelyp yours worde of pzpbb 
Jheruſalem tha tyte 
That is ſo fapꝛe ind ſo fre 
Though thou it Wpiirreft han de mn 
By god lapd Bycharde #byfapit mattyn 
And as god do mp fokue bote 
Ol mp wp e 
I ne ſhall gyne the nis lonide 
E do the wel * 
It thou wylte it haue Yen 
80 now foꝛth & nee ien 
Myn offcynge quod Wochende ther 
J wyll come Jheruſalenrtio nete 
And in an arblaſte of vyſe de dente 
Akloꝛyn towarde the cyt 
And that mas ſygriyfymiti 
Jyeſu cryſte to horwottrautice 
Foz wꝛathe became ele the up 
His leches he lente after wiehoult 
And they ſayd neuerhetholde 


Than his counlepltVizded} 
And lapdit was*treweand 
Theyr lhyppes de OE ad 
And wente home at ach alle 
fe Bycharde gan to hym crye 

d layd he vyde grete bylative 

fie home tb; male dry 
Out ot the londe of Surty 


Tyll done was goddes fetuyle 
Fo lyfe 02 deth in ony wyle 

The kynge of kraunce none other wolde do 
But in that maner departed lo 
And after that departynge foatbeh 
Euer after they were waothe 


(how kynge Bycharde and dis auen made the 
walles of a cyte whiche hyght chaten / and ow 
the duke of aftryche departed fromehymApcaus 
ſeof þ rebuke he gauehypmbypcaulthe worde not 
doo as he dyde/ and how kynge Bytharde wan 
the caſtell of daron, 88s 


Nw herken of Kychardethrkynage 
How he wꝛought With hisgynge 
Kynge Bycharde wente his Fool 

To Jaffe without ony booſt 
The kynges pauylyon good and fytie 
They gan dyght withagrylipue 
Other lozdes gan aboute fpzede 
Theyr pauplyons infayze mede 
Kynge Bycharde with his men an 
Ol the cyte let male the wall 
That neuer was no ſataſpnes 


So ſtronge wꝛeught with vyches 


Chat caſtell was ſtronge und ryche 


In the wozlde was noneHym lyche 
Theder myght come by the lee 
Ok all maner goodes greteplente 

ſet cuery warde With good 
toute in armes ſtronge in kyghtes 


Men myght wende the cyte aboute 
Many mple without doute 
Kynge Bychatde dewelled with honour 
Tyll Jaffe were made and the toure 
Fromethens to chalens he wente 
And founde the walles all to rente 
Grete and fayze was the cyte 

Kynge Bychardetherof had pyte 
kyngeBychardebelought the lozdes all 
Ok that cyte to helpe to make the wall 
And all the loꝛdes euerychone 
Graunted hym his aſkynge anone 
Saue the duke of eſteryche 

Lynge Bychatde thought tobe quycke 
Kynge Nycharde began to trauaple 
Aboute the walles without fayle 
So there dyde many an other 
Fader and ſone eme and bꝛother 
Made moter and lapde ſtone 
Wich thepr myght eucrychone 

Euerp kynge and eueryemperour 
Stones bare and moztour 

Saue the duke that was full of pꝛyde 
He ne wolde them helpe at no tyde 
Upon a dape kynge Bythardehym mette 
And hendly kynge Bycharde hym grette 
He badde the duke of his courteſpe 

To make ot the wall his partye 

And he anſwered in his maner 

My kader was nother maſon noꝛ carpenter 
And though your wall all to ſhake 


I ſhall them neuer helpe to make 


— 
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| Kynge Bycharde was in grete erroure 
wꝛathe made hym to chaunge coloure 
The duke with his kote he lmote 
Apenſt the bꝛeſte god it wote 

That on a ſtone he ouerthzewe 

It was myldome by laynt Mathewe 
Fyec on the deuylles thou foule cowarde 
In hell be thou hanged harde 
Go quyckely out of this hooſt 
(The curſe haue thou ofthe holy gooſt 
By the lydes of cryſte Jhelus 

Fynde I the traytour amonge vs 

Ouer this lame dayes the 

My lelke ſhall thy bane be 
Traytour we trauayle dape #nygh 
In ware and wake and in fyght 
And thou lyeſt as foule gloton 
And ſlepeſt in thy pauylpon 
Thou dꝛynkeſt wyne good de ſtronge 
And llepeſt all the dayelonge 
I hall tate frome the thy baner 
And caſte it in to the ryuer 
Home wente the duke full w2othe 6 
His owne ltryfe was hym lothe 
Ok that deſpytehewas vnblythe 
He truſſed his harneys as \wpthe 
Aad lware by Jheſu in trynyte 
yt he myght euer his tyme le 
He ſholde of Bycharde hym ſo awꝛete 
That all the wozlde therof ſhall ſpeke 
He helde hym all to well foꝛ warde 
In hell be he hanged harde 


6 


Chozugh his treaſon and his trechery 
And tho.ugh the waytyngeot a lpye 
Hedyde kynge Bycharde grete ſhame 
(That tourned all englonde to grame 
I.iytell lenger and he mooſt 

And had his lyfe bp the holy gooſt 

Ol eueryduke kynge and emperous 
He had ben lozde andconqueroup 
All cryſten and eke panym 
Solde all holde of hym 
The duke of eſtryche hyed faſte 
Awape with his meyne iu haſte 
And with hym the duke ol 
The folke ot fraunce t the erle of colon 
Kynge Bychardelet bꝛetze his baner 
And caſte it in to the ryuer 
And cryed on hym with vayce ſtepe 
Home ſhꝛewed cowarde and go ſlepe 
Come no moze in no wyſe 6 
Neuerefte in goddeslerunſe 
The duke of eſtryche pꝛycked then 
Foz wzathe his herte gan hen 
Kynge Rycharde lelte with his eaghtk 
Tulcanes gaſcopneslumbardes was 
Skottes Jryilhe andfalkeof bʒytarne 
Geneuoys balkes andmenofſpayne 
And made the walles dayeand-nygh6 
Tyll they were tronge-pyght t 
Than kynge Upcharde with grete ypne 
Had made the walles ol chalyne 

All his haoſt wich hym he taas 

And wente fozth a grete paas 
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The fyrſt nyght in the name of Marye 
he laye at a towne that hyght famelye 
On the mo2owe he let hym arme wele 
Bothe in Jren and eke in ſtele 
By the maryne koꝛzth he wente 
To abbare a cyte full gente 
That was a caſtell ot ſaraſpnes 
Full of ſtones and of ryches 
Bothe of fatte fleſſhe and of lene 
Whete otes pelyn and bene 
Aynge Bycharde it wan & ſoiourned there 
Nync dayes all planere 

And lente (pyes by eche wayes 
Foz to alpye the countrayes | . 
Ok caſtell daron kynge Bycharde herd F 
All togyder how it ferde 
Foz it was full of ſaraſynes 

That were goddes enempes 

Lynge Bycharde wente theder in haſte 
The laral nes foz to agaſte 
So he wente on his Journaye 
He came theder by laynt James daye 
They beſpeged the daron 
To wynne the caſtell and the towne 
(The caſtell was made ot ſuche ſtone. 
That it dꝛedde alſaute ryght none 
Aboute the walles was J dyght 
They ne had neuer ſene no lyght 
(The laraſynes cryed in theyr langage 
Cryſten houndes ot euyll rage 

Here pe haue fet pour dome 
But ye the looner tourne home 
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Whan kynge Bychardeherde that crye 
Be ſwarehisothe by ſaynt Marye 
The laraſynes ſholde be hanged all 
Oꝛ ſuche acaſe ſholde befall 
Che cryſten allapled x they defended 
And manp a quarell they ſended 

All that daye and all that nyght 
hep and the cryſten kepte fyght 

Kpnge Rychardeſawe he myght not ſpede 
Chan he bethought hym ok an other rede 
Kynge Rycharde coke all his englylſhe 
And dyde reperuſſhes in a maryllhe 
Co kyll withall the dyche of darowne 
To wynne the caſtell and the towne 
_ Twentygrete gynnes fo2 the nones 
Kynge u pcharde lente after to caſt ones 
By water they were bzought anone 

The matgryffon was that one 
That was (et vpon an hyll 
Tobzeke the walles of the caſtyll 
That other gynne hyght robynet 
That on an other lyde was let 
Vycharde fet an other mangenell 
That caſte to warde an other tourell 
Kynge Rycharde dyde bynde the ruſſhes laſte 
And in ta the dyche dyde them caſte 
And all plapne the dyche made 
The laraſynes no warde they hade 
Wylde fyꝛe theron they caſte 

The ruſſhes were on kyze in haſte 
And bꝛenned ryght to the grounds 
Soone within a lyrell ſtounde 


Ofthecryften many an hondzed 
(Therof gretcly were awondzed 
(The mangenelles thꝛewe alwayes 
And bake the walles nyght and dape 
(The robynet and the matgryffowne 
Ind that they hytte they caſte downe 
So within a lytell ſtounde 

The nexte wall was caſte to grounde 
Ind fylled full the grete dyche 
Ekte with rulſhes haſtelyche 
Tho myght our knyghtes well 
Entre in to daron caſtell 

The erle of leyceſter ſyr Koberth 
(The truſtyeſt body of myddell erth 
He was the fprf without faple 
The caſtell daron to allayle 
Vp he lefte his banere 
And ſmote on the deſtrere 

The laraſpnes With mylauentoure 
Fledde in to the hygh toure 
That was bothe ſtronge and ſtarke 
All of the ſaraſpnes warke 
And manp ſtode withoute 
And fought kaſte without doute 
Ayenſt the erle (pr Robarde 
(They gaue many a dente harde 
Many a helme there was weued 
And many a baſſenet all to cleued 
Sheldes clouen kyll a two 

And manpa ſtede ſtycked alſo 
RBoberte turnam with his faucowne 
Gan there to cracke many d crowne 


The longe ſpaye the erle of rychemonde 
Slewe many an hethen hounde 

All that theyr lwerdes araught 

It fell at the fyʒſt dꝛaught 
There dyed many cryſten men 
But ofhethen ſuche ten 
Amonge them came kyngeBycharde 
To fygyt well he nothynge ſparde 
Manpone in a lytell ſtounde 

With his axe helayde to grounde 

All on tote he gan to fyght 
The ſaraſynesof hym had a ſyght 
How plenteuous was his payment 
None ne myght withſtonde his dent 
They wente qupkly without fable 
And llewe theyr ſtedes in the ſtable 
The fapꝛeſt hoꝛs and ſtede 

That euer bare knyght at nede 
Fleſſhe whete kloure and larder 

All togyder they ſet onfyer 

They had leuer to do ſo 

Than with theyr vytayll to helpe theyr fo 
By the bꝛethe kynge Bycharde aſpyde 

he ſlewe downeryght on euery ſyde 
All that he myght ouertake 
None amendes mull they make 
He began to aſſayle the hye toure 
With wyght men ok grete valoure 

' Thelaralynes in the toure on hye 
Saynge theyr endynge daye was nye 
Wylde fyꝛe loone in haſte | 
Imonge the cryſten it was caſte 


The wylde fyꝛe floWe abonte ſo ſmarte 
That many a cryſten man it harte 
They mygyt no lenger ſuffre that thzawe 
Anone they beganthem to withdzawe 
A myle frome daron caſtell 
They caſte abzode many a fyze barell 
And ſoone att er in a lytell (pace 
Thozugh the helpe of goddes grace 
The caltell tell on fyꝛe all 
Fro che toure to the vttermeſt wall 
The houſes bzente and the but dys 
Gr: iclinokethece aroſe Jwys 
(The ſaralynes were almooſt attaynt 
And in the ſmoke well uygh adzayne 
Ten hondꝛed there cryed at one woꝛde 
Met ep kynge Bycharde good lozde 
Let vs go out of this toure 
And thou ſhalte haue a grete tteſoure 
With lyfe and lymbe let vs go 
Athoulande we gyue the to 
Nay quod Bychardeby Jheſu cryſte 
By his dethe and by his vpryſte 
ve ſhall neuer downe come 
Tyll payed be that raunſome 
Inv yet therattet be at mp wyll 
Whether J wpll you ſaue oz ſpyll 
Oz ye ſhall ryght there ſterue 
Aloꝛde they ſayd we ſhall the ſerne 
At thy wyll we wyll vs do 
With that we muſt come the to 
Tc honge 02 d2awebzerine oz ſle 
Our fre dome loꝛde is in the 
Kyngec B. K 


Kynge Rychatde graunted them than 
And commaunded the cryſten man 
That the ſaraſynes be kepte with (020We 
Foz to the ſonne aryle on the mozowe 

t was done as Jin boke kynde 

pnge Bycharde let them faſte bynde 
Upon a playne befoze the wall 
Kpnge Bychardelet them lede all 
And he that payed a thouſande pounde 
Foz his heed he myght paſſe lounde 
He that Wolde lo moche gyue 

Toa certàapne dae he let hym lyue 
And he that payed no raunſowne 

Xs quycke his heed was lmyten do wne 
Thus kynge BYcyarde wan daron 
God gyue vs all his benyſon 

And his loule reſte and ro 

And ours mhanit cometh therto 


ow kynge Bycharde ſmote downe an 
ymage ot matble / and how he ſlewe fpue 
ſaraſynes that were within layd ymage 
and of many other maters. 


ter the Wynnynge ol darowne 

The kynge Wente to an other towne 
To gatrys with a fapꝛe mepne 

Foz to beſpege that cyte 
No herken how he it wan 
And pe ſhall here or a doughty man 

A ſtoute warryour and aqueynte 
That neuer was kounde in herte feynte 


| 
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He that was lozdeof Catrys 
Had ben a man of pꝛys 
And fell to fyght ayenſt his fo 

Chat ſame tymeit was not ſo 

Foz he was lo fallen in elde 

That he myght none armes welde 

Bus as he dyde after queyntyle | 

Derken nowe in whiche wyle 6 
Ampddes the towne vpon a ſtage 
He let make a marble pmage 
Icrowned ſtoutly as a kynge 
And badde his folke olde and pinge 0 
That they ſholde neuer ben a knowe | 
To cryſten men hygh nelowe 

That they had nolozdynge of dygnyte 
But that ymage in thatcyte 

KLynge Rycharde the wartyour kene 
There allaute he began by dene 
Sp2yngelles and mangenelles he bente 
And ſtones to the cyte lente 
The ſaralſpnes metcy cryde 
They wolde caſte pv the gates wyde 
Ik it were kynge Bychatdes wyll 
That he wolde not the people ſpyll 
And he graunted without les 
They hãd entre all in peas 
KyngeBycharde aſked at the kyꝛſt woꝛde 
Ok the cyte where was the loꝛde 
(They an(wered Kychatde the kynge 
That they ne had nolozdynge 
But the pmage ot marble fyne 
And maho wne and theyr god appolyne 
KyngeB, ＋ 
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Kynqe Rycharde ſtode lo ſayth the boke 
And on the ymagehe gan foꝛ toloke 
How kewge he was wꝛought and ſterne 
And ſayd to them all yerne 

O laraſpnes without faple 

Ok pour loꝛde J haue meruaple 

Pt j map thozugh helpe of my loꝛde god 
That bought vs all with his blode 
With a ſhafte ſmyte his necke alonder 
And ye ſhall ſc that wonder 

Wyll ye byleue all bpon my loꝛde 

ye than they layd all at one woꝛde 
Than kynge Rycharde let hym dyght a ſhafte. 
Ok a truſty tree and of kynde crafte 
And foꝛ it ſholde ben ſtronge and laſte 
He let bynde therto well faſte 
Endlonge foure yerdes of pre 

And ſyth Bycharde the grete ſyte 

Let ſet theron a crownall kene 

Whan it was redy on to lene 

Fauell of Cypꝛes was foꝛth feb 

And in the ſadell he hym let 

And rode his courſe to the ſtage 

And in the face [mote the ymage 

The heed tho flowe the body alonder 
And llewe fpue ſaraſynes there under 
The laraſpnes ſayd than 

He was a deuyll and no man 

And all became cryſten thoze 

ponge and olde leſſe and moꝛe 

Ind haſtcly without leſynge 

They: olde lozde they gan tozthbzynge 


Ind folde all his compalement 
Lzynge Bycharde lough with good entent 
And gaue hym the cyte to welde 
Though he leued adamas helde 
Co chalyns he wente agayne 
Foxth by the maryne ſoth to ſayne 
There he ſotourned leuen nyght 
Wich many a doughty knyght 
They pyght pauylpons fayze and well 
Fo to beſpegea ſtronge caſtell 
That was a mple beſydelyem 
Thze mple frome caſtell pplgrem 
With thycke walles & tourelles of pzyde 
The caſtell was cleped lefryde 
The ſaraſpnes ſawe the kytige was come, 
Jo dzede they wende to ben J nome 
(Theyr hertes were full of 
All by nyght awape they flo 
The gate they vnſhette full perne 
And flowe a wape by a poſterne 
Foz all this myddell erth 
{They ne durſt abyde kynge Bycharde 
Chis noble caſtell verament 
Aynge Bycharde wan without dent 
Fro thens he wente to gebolyn 
That hoſpytalers had dwelled therin 
Ind templers bothe in fere 
And kepte the cyte many a pere 
whan Bawdewyn was ſlayne with bꝛonde 
Salandyn toke the towne in honde 

In that cyte was ſaynt Inne J boze 

Chat our lady was of Þ boze 


Vynge R. * O. i. 


They pyght the kynges pauplyownes 
Wich tozce within the townes 
And ſlewe the laralynes all and ſame 
Chat wolde not leue on cryſtes name 
There came the kyzſt wycked tydynge 
To cure delyon Bycharde our kynge 
Of englonde his bzother Johñ 
That was the fendes flelſhe and bone 
CThoꝛugh helpe of the barones (one 
The chaunceler had J nome 
And wolde be with mayſtcy of honde 
Crowned kynge or englonde 
At eſtertyde there akterwarde 
Than anł wered kynge Bycharde 
Wyat veupil he layd how is this 
Celleth John no moze pzys 
He weneth that J lyue to longe 
Chertoʒe he wyll do me wꝛonge 
And pk he knewe J were on lyue 
He wolde not with me ſtryue 
4 (hallme ſo ofhym awzeke 
{hat all the wozlde therof ſhall ſpeke 
Jt John hym crowne that eſter tyde 
Where wyll he me than abyde 
There is no kynge in cryſtente 
Certes that ſhall his waraunt be 
Ine map byleue fo2 no nede 
That my bzother wyll do this dede 
ves certes layd the nicllengere 
He wyll lo do by ſaynt rychere 
Apuge Bychatde all this tydynge 
Helde in herte but lelpnge 


| Fro gebolyne foꝛth he wente 
To betanye a caſteil gente 


And llewe theyr many an hethen man 
And that noble cyte he wan 

There come other meſlengers 

That tolde Nycharde ſtoute and fycrs 
That Johũ his bzother wolde bere 
Crowne at eſter he gan tolwere 
The kynge was lothe to withdꝛawe his honde 
Tyll he had J wonne the holy londe 
And llewe the ſowdan with dente ok lwozde 
And auenged Jhelu our lozde 

And he bethought hym atter then 

He wolde leue there his men 
And with a pzeuy meyne 
Into englonde wolde he 
And apeaſe that warre anone 
Bytwene hym and his bzother Johfi 
And came agapne in hyenge 

Foz to fulfyli his begynnynge 

Ind allo he thought in his herte 

A ſtoute ſaraſyne gan in ſterte 
That ought kynge Bycharde raunſon 
J/02 the wynnynge of daron 

He ſpake to Bycharde apartylyche 
Amonge his people that were ryche 

Syr kynge thou ſhalte me quyte ſkere 
And all thyn other hoſtagere 

Thozugh thy queyntyle and thy gyn 

I (hall the do grete treſour wyn 

More than an hondzed thouſande pounde 
Flozence of golde hole and ſounde 


Of the laraſpnes treſoze 
And moche moze other lfoze 
Therto Jlayeto hoſtage my lyfe 
And my chyldzen and my wyfe 
But J do the wynne that pzaye 
Onſan cupll dethe muſt J daye 
Aynge Npcharde layd thou myſtruaunt 
So as thou byleueſt on termagaunt 
Tell me now what kolke there is 
I bpleue it is full fapntyſe Jwys 
That ledeth lo treſour without faples 
Syr there ben fyue hondzed cam aples 
And fpue thoulande there ben a mo 
Alles and grete mules allo 
That ledeth golde to Salandyn 
Ok grete trelour and of fyne 
Ok whete and of ſpycerype 
Ok lylke and ſendell grete plentye 
Bycharde!ſayd lo god me deme 
Is there moche folke that to peme 
— ſyr he layd there ben befoze 

nyghtes rydynge lyxty ſcoze 
And alter cometh tuche ten 
Ok doughty hethen men 
Iherde them ſpeke in theyr rounynge 

They were aferde of the englyſſhekynge 
Rynge Rycharde layd that they ſholde fynde 
Tough there were twenty thouſynde 
I woide them meteeuerychone 
Though J were mylclfe alone 
Without helpe of onp man 
IJ woldec them ſlec oʒ quxcke tan 


| 


And they wyll than go to theyr reſt 


Do faye me anone ryght 

where ſhall J fpnde them to nyght 
Here beſyds myles ten 

Thou mpght fynde the hethen men 
There they Wyll reſte and abyde 
{yl moze folke come ryde 

Hoꝛs and harneys he cryed anone 
Cure delyon now is tyme to gone 
Bekoze wente his templers 
His gaſcoyens and his hoſpytalers 
Hoꝛs and men were cryed in hyenge 

And wente fozth with Bycharde our kynge 
Than ſayd the longe ſpape vnto the kynge 
Spyrc make here thy dwellpnge 
They ben lodged in the towne 
J wyll go and aſpye theyr rowne 
And bzewe them a dꝛynke with wo 
Now I wyll to them go 
And tell them that kynge Rycharde 
Is kaſte in to englondewarde 
They wyll me leue With the beſt 


And than lyr may pe wende 
And take them all ſlepende 
Fye a deupll ſayd the kynge 
God gyue the euyll endynge 

Jam no traptour tate good kepe 
To lle men whan they llepe 
By clere dape vpon the feldes 
Thou ſhalte ſe ſperes and ſheldes 
Be it erles barons 02 kynges 


Al they ſhall haue theyr endynges 
Aynge B, ＋ 
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The laraſyne our kynge Rycharde anlwereth 
There is no man in the myddell erth 
Duke baron ne knyght 

Is none ſo hardy ne lo wyght 

Ne none ſo moche of renowne | 
Well mayſt be hyght Rycharde cure delpon 
Therkoze J W yll not it fozhele 
There ben of ſaraſynes twyes ſo fele 
As thou haſt folke in this countre 
Sertapnly J warne the 

Bycharde layd god gyne me ſhame 
Thertoꝛe and my herte be lame 
Foz one of my cryſten men 

Is woꝛth of laraſynes nyne oz ten 
The moze there ben the moꝛe ſhall we ſlo 
And awzcke Jheſu cryſte of his fo 
Foꝛth wente there a lpye after then 
And aſpyed the hethen men 

He aſpyed theyr compaſſynge 

And tolde it Bycharde our kynge 
He cryed ho2s and harneys thare 
And dyght them and made them pare 
Anone lepte the kynge Bycharde 
On his ſtede that hyght lyarde 
His englylſhe and his templers 
They lepte anone on theyr deſtrers 
And wente in to the hethen hooſt 
In the name of the holy gooſt 
All the laraſynes with one noblaye 
To the lowdan wolde theyr wave 
Kynge Bycharde (mote them amonge 
 (Therebegan a blyſfullſonge 


But to term agaunt and to mahowne 
They cryed helpe to ſyr plutowne 
Kynge Bycharde gan do wne bere 
Them thozugh the herte with a ſpere 
And ſo he ſerued an admpꝛaple 

And fyue dukes without faple 
Afterwarde his are he dꝛewe 
Many an hethen man he ſlewe 
Some he cloue vnto the ſadell ryght 
And ſlewe bothe wayne and knyght 
Akynge he cloue vnto the arſowne 
There halpe hym nought mahowne 
An erle heſmote on the yꝛen hode 
That at the bꝛeſte the axe withſtode 
There was full many a ſaralpne 
That he ſente to hell pyne 
They deſtroyed many a ſtede 
So lwyftely they gan lpede 
His templers and his hoſpytalers 
Came there on kapꝛe deſtrers 5 
So longe they foughtlayth the ſtoꝛ ye 
That they had the vyctoꝛye 
Thoꝛugh helpe of his cryſten knyghtes 
St pfte in armes ſtronge in kyghtes 
And as many he ſlewe alone 
As they dyde euerychone 
And many eſcaped with dethes wounde 
That lyued after but a ſtounde 
(Thep wolde hymn no moze mete 
Bycharde by the wape ne by ſtrete 
Now may pe here ok the wynnynge 


— EI. an 


(That wanne Bycharde * kynge 
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Hoꝛs of pꝛyce and many a camaple 
Fyue thouſande a kpue hondꝛed ſaunce fayle 
Syre hondꝛed hozs of grete courlers 
All charged with ryche treſers 
That were in cofers faſte J bounde 
With fyne lyluer and golde full rounde 
Mules he had thꝛe thoulande and mo 
That pannes and ſpyces bare tho 
And fyue honded of alle 
Bare wyne and oyle moe ⁊ laſſe 
And alſo many ot whete rede 
There Bycharde dyde a noble dede 
Whan he all that trelour Wan 
He wente home to his man 
Into betanpe that cyte noble 
With that treaſour and with that moble 
He gaue to hygh and to lowe 
Ok his purches good pnowe 
2 gaue them ſtedes and courſers 

o Bycharde parted his purches in 
Hym betydde a well fayre caſe 
Olk all cryſtendome lozde he was 
Soone after in a lytell ſtounde 
There came two meſſengers of mounde 
The byſſhop of cheſter was that one 
That other the abbot of ſaync albone 
And bzought letters ſpecpell 
Jlealed with the barons ſeell 
They hym tolde that kynge Johñ 
Wolde do hym the crowne vpon 
At eeſter by the comyn dome 
But pe the rather come home 


fyers 


Was rylen inno2zmandye 
Than ſayd Bycharde by goddes payne 
The deupll hath now to moche mapne 
Fon all theyr booſt and theyr deraye 
Vet they ſhall bowe (ſome daye 
There they dwelled tyll halowmaſlle 
And than he gan to Jaffe paſſe 
Foz ſeuen pere and koʒ moze 

He gan the caſtell to aſtoze 
pũe thouſande J kynde in boke 
He let there that caſtell loke 

Foz to kepe well that londe 
Out ol Salandynes honde 
(Tyll chat come agayne he myght 
Frome englonde god it dyght 
And than he thought to Acrys warde 
That doughty body kynge Bycharde 
Of Salandyn now begyn J geſte 
That maketh noyle and grete heſte 
Wzothe he was and kull \oze amoued 
Foz his treſour was thus robbed 
And foz his men were thus J flayne 
Therfoze was hym nothynge fayne 
And ſayd he wolde awzeked be 
Whan he myght his tyme le 
So that tyme came a ſpye in 
And tolde thus to Salandyn 
A loꝛde be now blythe of mode 
Ithe bꝛynge tydynges gode 
To thy herte a blythe pꝛeſente 


Kynge Rycharde is to 21 wente 


KyngeB, 


Foz the kynge of kraunte with enure 
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Foz otter he wyll to englonde 
Hym is J come ſuche aſonde 
(That Jhofi his bꝛother I the (Were 
Wyllhts crowne bere 
Jafre he hath ſtozeda ryght 
Wiih many a baron & hardy knyghf 
J'yfrene thoulande J wote well 
That ſhall kepe the towne @ the caſtell 
If he may ſo well ſpede 
Tyllhe come frome his ſtede 
Salandyn was ofcein wele and wo 2 
But neuer lo mery as he was tho 

The lppe he gaue an hondꝛed beſatntes 
That the tydynges bꝛought to pzeſauntes 
And a ryght tayze deſtrere 

And robe furred with biaundemere 
Than wolde he no lenger abpyvde 
He lente abouteon euer ſyde 
Upon lymbe and vpon lyfe 
Upon chyldzen and vpon wpke 
That they come to hym belpue 
To helpe hym out of londe dꝛyue 
Kynge Bycharde and his tayle 
To hym came àn admpraple 
Manpa duke and manp a kynge 
And many an other grete lozdynge 
Ok egypte and ot arabpe 

Ok capadole and of barbarye 

Ol cyze and ot alclomoyne 
Ok vnde and of babplopne 
Ok grete grece and tyꝛe alſo EY 
Ok many empyzes c byngdomes to 


Ok all the hechen kynges that J fynde 
Frome the grekes lee vnto ynde 
Charles thekynge ne Alyſaunder 
Of whome was made moche lclaundes 
Ne had neuer halfe thehooſt 
As in the countre laye in cooſt 
Fyue mple it lape in bzede 
And moꝛe J wene lo god me rede 
And twenty it was ot length 
This was an hooſt of grete ſtrength 
There men myght le grete wonder 
Of people that were without nombze 
Jaffe they haue aboute Iſet 
- Many a cryſten man to let 
There were in a lytell thzawe 
On bothe partyes moche folke Jſlawe 
So ſtoute and harde was the bataple 
That it fared without fayle 
As it had ben frome heuen lyght 
So clere it was of ſwerdes bꝛyght 
The cryſten men weli fought 
To ſiee the ſaraſynes they had in thought 
They fared as of the erth they ſpꝛoonge 
So many therc were of olde and yonge 
That no ſlaughter ot ſwerdes kene 
Inthat batayll myght ben ſene 
Tho the cryſten fledde in to the caſtell 
Ind kepte the gates lwythe well 
The ſaraſynes the cyte nome 
To theyr well and to theyr dome 
Than began many alaraſyne 
Thecaſtell wall to bydermyne 
ApngeR, K 
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And the cryſten koꝛ thenones 

To frulſhe them bothe body and bones 
The laralynes pode aboute the wall 
And ſhotte in ouer all 

And our men to them as lwythe 
Many of them they made vnblythe 
They ſought where they myght beſt 
Greue the cryſten men melt 
At thelaſtea gate theyfonde 
Not faſte ſhotte in they (onde 
There they founde a ſtronge metynge 
Okt launces and {werdes carupnge 
0 grounde they layde a thoulande men 
Ok ours there were llapne but ten 
Thoughe they were neuer fo ſtoute | 
At the gate they put themoute 


That daye myght they not (pede 
Thelaralynes fozno nede 
Aknyght by the moneclere 
The cryſten lente amelſengere 
To kynge Bychardeto Acrys cyte 

And badde hym fo2goddes pyte 
That he ſholde to helpe come 

And elles they were all J nome 

They tolde hym all the harde cas 


Ol the lowdan how it was 
And but pe come to them anone 
They ben but dced euerychone 
Bycharde anſwered tho a plyght 
Full well znowe I the ſo wdans fyght 
He wyll make but a derays 
At the walles and go his waye 


Iwyll not foz hym to them wende 
But ſoone I wyll them locour ſends 
He cleped to hym his neuewe 
A baron of grete vertewe 
That hyght Harry of champayne 
And bad hym wende to Jaffe playne 
And ſlayd take with the this hooſt 
And abbate the lowdans booſt 
Hoꝛs and harneys he gan crye 
Amonge the hooſt they ſholde hye 
And with lyr Harry fo2 to wende 
And Jatte helpe to delende 
Ayenlt the curled Dalandyne 
And awꝛeke you of the ſaralpne 
On the mozowe wente ſyr Harry 
And many a good knyght hardy 
Galcopnes lpanvardes and lumbarde 
Foz the byddynge ol kynge Bycharde 
They wente fozth by the maryne 
Tyll they came to palaſtryne 
The laralynes hooſt there they lene 
All the countre full J wene 
Okt theyr comynge the lawdan herde 
- Sythe towarde them he ferde 
Whan duke Harry this wyſte 
He kledde agayne by Jhelu cryſte 
And he made no tarynge 
Tyll he came toBycharde our kynge 
And layd he neuer la we ne herde 
In all this wyde myd dell erde 
Not halke dele the people ot men 
That Salandyn hach by downe z den 


No tonge he layd may them tell 
Iwene they come out of Hell 
Than anſwered kynge Bycharde 
ye a deuplles thou foule cowarde 
Ne lyall I neuer by god aboue 
Truſte to trenlſhe mannes loue 
Che cryſten men that in Jaffe beth 
hey map wyte the of theyr deth 
Thozugh thy defaude J am a dꝛadde 
My good barons ben beſtadde 
Now foz the loue of laynt Marye 


@wythe ſhewe me my galye 
All tho that euer loue me 


Co ſhyppe nowe fozcharyte 
All that euer wepen bere myght 
To ſhyppe the wente anone rygh6 
And hyed them to Jaffe warde 
With the doughty kynge Bycharde 
Herken now how mp tale goth 


- Though J[weretoyounoneothe | - 


A wyll you rede romapns none 
Ok pertenope ne of pponpdone 
Noof Alylaunder ne of Charlemapne 
Me ot Arthur ne of Gawapne 
Ne ol Launcelot de lake 
Neok Beups ne Gup of Spdꝛake 
Ne ol Urp ne ok Octaupan 
Neof Yectoz the ſtronge man 
Ne of Jaſonneyther of Hercules 
Ne ok Eneas neytyer of Achylles 
They ne wanne neuer parmakape 


In theyr tyme by theyr daye 


/ 
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And anone ot them ſodotighfp dede 
Ne lo ſtronge batayll ne oł felowzede 
As dyde kynge Bycharde without fapls 
At Jaffe at that ſtronge bataple 
wWithhis axe and his [werde 
Aſſople his ſoule Jheſulozde 
It was befoze mydnyght 
Mone and ſterre ſhone well bzyghs 
Kycharde was to Jaffe come 
With his galayes all and ſome 
And herkened towarde the caſtell 
It he myght here taboure oz flagell 
And he nought coude aſpye 
By voyce ne by mynſtreiſpe 

What quycke man in the caſtell wars 
Tho became his herte full of care 
Well loze than wepte kynge Rycharde 
Wꝛonge his hondes and tare his barde 
A Jhelu now thy locour 

To longe J haue made ſotour 

Now ſlayne is Roberte moztemere 
That was erle of leyceſtere 
Euer here of hym was woꝛth a knyght 
And Roberte turnam that was ſo wpghs 
And lyr Bꝛandys and ſyr Pyttarde 
Chat in batayll was wyle and harde 
And all my good barons 

The beſt of all my regyons 

They ben llayne and all to toꝛe - 
How myght J lenger lyue therfoꝛe 
I myght haue laued all myne 
It I had comen betyme 4 


Certes I ſhallneuer be blythe man 
@yll I be awzeked on the ſowdan 
Thus ſyghed kynge Bychardeaye 
{yll it came apenſt the daye 
A wayte there ſtode at acoznell 
And pyped a note with aflagell 
De ne pyped but one lythe 
Many an herte he made blythe 
He loked downe and ſaWe galyes 
KyngeBychatde and his naupes 
Shyppe and layle well he knewe 
A merp note than he blewe 

And cryed leygn yours oz ſus ſts 
Aynge Bycharde is come amonge bs 
whan the cryſten herde this 5 
Theyr hertes became lyght Jwys 

Erles barons ſqupers and knyght 

Co the walles ranne ryght 4 © 
And lawe kynge Bycharde theyr lozde 
And welcomed hym with blythe wozde 
And layd lozde welcome in goddes name 
All our ſoꝛowe is tourned to game 
Bycharde had neuer in herte Jwps 
Halte dele ſo mocheblys \ 
H02S and harneys he cryed thare 
Apenſt the laraſynes fo2 to fare 
We ne haue lyfe but one 

Sell we it dere bothe kleſſhe a bonẽ 
Foz to chalenge out herytage 
Slee we theſaralſynes on euyll rage 
Who lo hym douteth foz nienace 
Me le he neuer in goddes face 


Take me myn axe in myn honde 
It was made in englonde 
No moe theyr armure J ne doute 
Than it were a pylche cloute 
(The ſothe to ſave men ſhall le 
Thozugh goddes helpe in trynyte 
He was the fyrſt that on londe dyde lepe 
Ok a dolyn he made an hepe 
He gan to crye with voyce clere 
where ben thele hethen pantenere 
That haue the cyte of Jaffe I nome 
With my pollaxe J am come 

Fox to waraunt that J haue do 
Wallayll he ſayd J dꝛynke you to 
He layde on J ſaye you a plyght 
And ſlewe thelaraſynes downe ryght 
The laraſynes fledde and wente mate 
Tull faſte out at the caſtell gate 

In herte they were full ol lozowe 
That them thought the gate to narowe 
And ranne to the walles of the towne 
By euery lyde they lepte downe 
And cueryche cryed in this manere 
Herken now and ye ſhall here 
Malkan ſterran nayre arbꝛu 
Lopze fermopꝛe touʒ memoꝛu 
That is foz to laye in englyſſhe 
Che englylſhe deupll J come is 
And but we flee out of his wave 
An eupll deth ſhall we dye to daye 
They kledde out ot the towne anone 
Therin abode not ſo moche as one 


But foure hondꝛed 02 fyte 
(They were loone bzought out of lyye 
They lepte on theyr deſtreres 
And at che gate ſet poʒters 
Kynge Bycharde lepte on fauell 
Well armed in pren and in ſtele 
And rode hym out at the gate 
The kynge ol egypte he mette therate 
With lyxty thoulande ot laralynes fers 
With armes bzyght and bzode baners 
Rycharde a duke on the helme hytte 
Downe to the grounde he hym llytte 
Another he [mote on the pꝛen hode 
That at his bzeſte his l werde ſtode 
His templers and his barons 
Jared ryght lyke wood lyons 
And llewe the ſaraſynes lwythe 
As gralle fallcth befoze the ſythe 
 (Thelaraſynes [awe no better wone 
Burt kledde aWayecuerychone | 
To Dalandynes grete hooſt 
(That fyftene myle laye in cooſt 
©yrty thoulande as J vou laye 
The ſowdan loſte that ſame daye 
Fon theyr armure kared as ware 
Ayenſt kynge RBychardes axe 
Many a laralyne d hygy lozdynge 
yelded them to Bycharde our kynge 
Bycharde put them in hoſtage tho 
There were a thoulande pzyſoners #mo 
The chaſelaſted ſwythelonge 
Tyll the tyme of euenſonge 


\ 


Bycharde rode after tyll it was nyght 
So maup ok them to deth he dyght 


That no nombze it map accounte 
How many of them it wolde amounte 
Bycharde lefte without the towne 
And pyght there his pauylyowne 
And that nyght with mylde herte 
He comfo2ted his barons lmarte 
And ye ſhall here on the mozowe 
How there was a daye of ſozowe 
Foz the greteſt batayll Þ vnderſtonde 
That neuer was in ony londe 

And pe that this batapll wyll lere 

Herken now and pe ſhall here 

As kynge Bycharde late at his loupere 
And gladded his barons with mylde chere 
And comtoꝛted them with ale and wyne 
Two mellengers came frome Salandyn 
And ſtode kynge Rycharde befoze 

With longe berdes and with hoze 
Ok two mules they were a lyght 
In golde and lplke they were J dyght 
Eyther helde other by the honde 
And ſayd kynge Bychatde now vnderſtonde 
Durlozde Salandyn thehygh kynge 
Hath the ſente this aſkynge 
It᷑ that thou were lo hardy a knyght 
That thou durſte hym abyde in kyght 
Tyll to moo we that it dape ware 
Ok blyſſe thou ſholde ben all bare 
Foz thy lyfe and foz thy barons 
He wyll not gyue two [kalons 


He wyll the take with ſtrength of hondes 

Fo: he hath folke of many londes 

Egyens and of turkye 

Ot moꝛpens and of arabye 

Baſyles and embolpens 

Well eger knyghtes of defens 

Egypcyens and of lurrye 

Ort ynde mo202 and of capadocye 

Of medes and ol alclamopne 

Df lamarye and of babylopne 

Two hondzed knyghtes without fayle 

Fyue hondzed of amaraple 

The grounde ne maythem vnnethbere 

The tolke that cometh the to dere 

By our rede do rpght well 

And tourne agayne to Jaffecaſtell 

In late warde thon myght there be 

{yl thou haue lente after thy meyne 

And pk thou le thou map not ſtonde 

Tourne agapne to thyn owne londe 

In anger Bycharde toke vp a lofe 

And in his hondes it all to roke 

And ſayd to that ſaraſyne 

God gyue the welleuyll pyne 

And Salandpn your lo2de 

The deuyll hym hange with a coꝛde 

Foz pour counſeyll and pour tydynge 

God gyueyou well euyll endynge 

Now go and (aye to Salandyn 

In delpyte ok his god appolyn 

J wyll abyde hym betyme 
Though he come to mozowe oz pꝛyme 


And though J were but my ſelle alone 
I wolde abyde them euerychone 
And pk the dogge wyll come to me 
My bollaxe ſhall his bane be 
And lape that Jhym delpꝛe 
And all his curſed company in kere 
Go now and ſayetohym thus 
The curſe haue he ot lwete Jheſus 
Che menllengers wente to Dalandyn 
And all the begynnynge tolde hym 
Salandyn meruayled than 
And ſayd it was none erthly man 
He is a deupll oꝛa ſaynt 
His mpght founde J neuer faynt 
Anone he made his ozdepnynge 
Foz to take Rycharde the kynge 
TherofBycharde toke no kepe 
But all nyght laye and ſlepe 
Tyll apenſt the dawnynge 
Than herde he a ſhyll cryenge 
Thozugh goddes grace an aungellof heuen 
Tho ſapd to hym with mylde ſteuen 

Aryſe and lepe on thy good ſtede fauell 
And tourne agayne to Jaffe caſtell 

Thou haſte ſlepte longe I nough 
Thou ſhalte fyndeharde and tough 
Oz thou come to that cyte 
Thou ſhalte be wzapped thy mepne 
After the batayll without leas 
With the ſowdan thou make thy peas 
Tatze trues and let thy baronage 
Unto the flome do theyr vyage 
Kynge R. ＋ 
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To Nazareth and to Bedlem 
To Caluarye and to Jheruſalem 
Andlct them wende after then 

And come thou after with thy ſhypmen 
Foz enempes thou haſte J vnderſtonde 
There in thyne owne londe 

Up ſayd the aungell a well the ſpede 
Thou ne haddeſt neuer moze nede 
Bycharde aroſe as he wolde weds 
And lepte on fauell his good ſtede 
And layd loꝛdynges oz ſus oꝛ ſus 
Thus hath vs warned fwete Jheſus 
On armes he let crye thare 


Apenſt the ſaraſpnes foz to fare 5 


But Dalandynand his tem 
Was bytwene Jaffe and them 
That was to Bycharde moche payne 
That he ne myght his hooſt oꝛdayne 
Bekoꝛe he pꝛycked on fauell 

His ſpere dyde byte full well 

Ther with he llewe without doute 
Thꝛe kynges of the ſowdans route 
His ho2s was ſtyffe hymſelfe was good 
Hoꝛs ne man hym nought withſtood 
Foz to hewe many an hethen coꝛs 

He dyde his myght and his hozs 

He that had ſeen his countenaunce 
Wolde hym haue had in remembꝛaunce 
They gan on hym as faſte dꝛyue 

As bees done from the hony hyue 
Whome that he hytte with his [woꝛde 
Neuer after ne ſpake he woꝛde 


The englyſſhe and frenſſhe gan after ryde 
To fpghyt they were frelſhe that tyde 
Upon the laraſpnes faſte they donge 
With ſwerdes and with launces ſtronge 
Ind ſmote harde with theyr myght 
And ſlewe the ſaraſynes downe ryght 
And there was full lytell kepe 
So many of them were lapde on ſlepe 
That no ſlaughter without fayle 
Ne myaht ben leen in that batayle 
AI myre there was without Jaffe 
A mpyle longe without laſle 
Maugre them kynge Bycharde that ſpre 
Thze thoulande dzoue in to thempre 
The foule curled hethen men 
Lye and bathe them in the ken 
And tho that wolde come vp 
Dꝛanke ot Rychardes owne cup 
What adꝛeynt and what J flawe 
The ſowdan loſt of the hethen lawe 
Syxty thoulande in a lytell ſtounde 
In the frenſſheitis J founde 
Tho kynge Bycharde wente ayen 
To recomt̃oꝛte hym with his men 
Now he was here now he was there 
To helpe them with his po were 
Me lawe men neuer as J pou tell 
One man lo many to grounde fell 
And in the mooſt peryll of the batayle 
Kynge Bycharde lawe without fayle 
His cem lyr Harry of champayne 
Felde downe of his hoꝛs in the playne 
KyngeB, 3 
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Che ſaraſynes had hym vnder honde 
To llee hym kaſte they gan konde 
It had ben his daye laſte 
Had not Nycharde comen in haſte 
Bycharde cryed with an hye voyle 
Ahelpe god and the holy croyſe 
Myn eem to dape fro ſhame thou ſhylde 
Frome deth of thele dogges wylde 
Loꝛdynges he layd laye on 
Ne let thele dogges elcape non 
J mp lelfe (hall pꝛoue to ſmyte 
If my pollaxe wyll ought byte 
Tho men myghtle with mayne 
How he ſhedde blode and bzapne 
Upon the place that grene was 
Hanpa ſoule wente to ſathanas 
The templers came to locoure 
There began an harde ſhoure 
They layde on as they were wode 
The valeys ranne all on blode | 
The longe ſpape was a doughty knyght 
As he were wode he gan to tyght 
The kynge of martok he mette in the felde 
With a ſpere he ſmote hym in the ſhelde 
That he tombled without faple 
Toppe ſayle ouer his hoꝛs tayle 
Chat on his heed he lyght 
And bꝛake his necke J pou plyght 
The erle of leyceſter ſyr Bobarde 
The erle of rychemonde d kyngeBycharde 
There as thele thꝛe knyghtes rode 
That dape was the wape all bꝛode 


That foure carters myght mete 
So many of them there loſt the lwete 
On bothe partyes was many a body 
Slapne that was full hardy 
At the laſte with grete papne 
They wanne the erle of champapne 
And bꝛought hym vpon his ſtede 
That lwythe good was at nede 
And bad he ſholde by hym ryde 
Byght by his owne lyde 
With that came a meſſenger reke 
With kynge Bycharde foz to ſpeke 
And ſapd lyr foꝛ charyte 
Tourne agapne to Jatte cyte 
Couered is bothe mount and playne 
Kynge Alyſaunder ne Charlemayne 
He had neuer halte the route 
As is the cyte now aboute 
Pe map in to the cyte ryde 
In felde what happe lo euer betyde 
And J rou warne without faple 
Chat moche is papred ot pour bataple 
The patrpatke I taken is 
And Johyfincuell I flayne Jwys 
Wpllyam of Araſpn and Gerarde 


. 


Ind bartram the bꝛaundys the good lumbarde 


All thele ben llayne and many mo 
Aynge Bycharde bethought hym tho 
And began to ctye tourne arere 


_ Euery man with his banere 
Ind of ſaraſynes thoulandes many one 


Tohym gadered * 
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And ſlewe fauell vnder hym 
Tho was Bycharde wꝛoth t grym 
His are from the arſon he dꝛewe 
he ſaraſpnes therwith he llewe 
That had ſtycked vnder hym his ſtede 
Tyerfoze they loſt theyr hedes to mede 
On fote he was and on fote he layed 
Many an hondzed vnder hym dayed 
All that his axe take myght 

DoWne he ſlewe anone ryght 

What befoze and what behpnde 

A thouſande laraſynes in boke I fynde 
He ſlewe whan he was on fote 

That came there neuer none to bote 
Salandynes two ſones came tyde 
And ten thoulande ſaraſynes by theyr ſyde 
And began to crye to kynge Bycharde 
Velde the traytour thou foule cowarde 

Oz we lhall the llee in this place 
Thou lpeſt quod Bycharde by goddes grace 
Ind with his axe he [mote hym lo 
That his myddell he carued in two 
There halfe the body fell downe 
And that other halfe abode in the arſowne 
Ol the ſayd Bycharde Jam ſpker 
His bꝛo der came to that byker 
Upon a ſtede with grete raundowne 
As though the wozlde ſholde fall downe 
And gaue Bycharde a woũde thoꝛugh the arme 
That dyde Bychatde moche harme | 
Fo2 on the lpere heed was benym 
And Bycharde ſtoutely (mote to hym 


That hoz- and man he felde to grounde 
Lye there quod Bycharde hethen hounde 
Ne halte thou neuer tell Dalandyne 
That thou dydeſt me my lyfe to tyne 
Than fyue dukes of Hethenclle 
Came with theyr hooſt moꝛe and leſſe 
And beſet aboute Bychatde gur kynge 
And thought all to deth hym bꝛynge 
But Rycharde within a lytell thzawe 
The fyue dykes he hath J llawe 
And manp an hondzed atter then 
All ſwythe doughty hethen men 
At the laſt though it were late 
Bycharde wanne to Jafte gate 
(Tho were our cryſten well lyker 
That they ſholde wynne that byker 
The erle of leyceſter ſyr Robarde 
Bꝛought hym his ſtede lyarde 
LKynge Bycharde in the ladell dyde lepe 
Tho fledde the laralynes ryght as ſhepe 
Bycharde rode after tyll it was nyght 
And ſlewe all that he take myght 
There was ſlayne in playne and den 
Ten hondzed thouſande hethen men 
Tho mpght Bycharde without leas 
wende to the cyte ol Jalte in peas 
Tho he thanked the kynge of glozye 
And Marpe of that vyctozye 
Foz ſyth the wozlde was begonne 

A fayrer bataple was neuer wonne 
On the moꝛo we he lente ſyr Sabeuple 
And ſyr Boberte of waturuple 


Huberte and Roberte of turnam 
Ganter oftozte and Johũ the laynt Johſi 
That hyinlelte and ryuc of his men 
Wolds tyght apenſt fyue hondzed @ten 
In wylde telde they wolde fyght 
And gouerne theyr goodes ryght 
And yt they wynne thus that londe 
Euer in to cryſten mennes honde 
If the ſaralpues myght them lle 
The londe ſholde euer theyr owne be 
And yt they wyll not theyr owne ſayes 
Sape that thze pere and thzc dayes 
J alſke termes of the lowden 
To wende tomylonde and come ayen 
The mellengers fozth gan wende 
And tolde the tale wozde and ende 
And the ſowdan wolde graunte the bataple 
Fyue hondꝛed apenſt Rycharde ſaunce faple 
On the mozowe pk he wolde come 
The trues ſholde ben J nome 
And thus tolde the mellengers 
To kynge Bycharde that Was ſo fers 
The nexte daye the [0Wdan made fo2warde 
Trues to take with kynge Rycharde 
Thoꝛugh all the londe to the flome 
To Acrys that wolde come 
All che lame thꝛe pere 
Cryſten men ferre ne nere 
Myght go to Jheruſalem 
To the ſepulture and to bedlem 
To olpuete and to nazarell 

To Jalte and to mapden caſtell 


And fo all other pylgrymages 
Without harmeo2 domages 


¶ How kynge Bycharde wasſlayne 
betoze the caſtell gaplarde / and how 
t he caſtell was wonne / and all were 
ſlayne that were ther. n. 


Hus kynge Bycharde p doughty man 
Peas made with the ſowdan 
And ſyth he came J vnderſtonde 
The waye towarde englonde 
Aud thozugh treaſon was ſhotte alas 

At caſtell gaplarde there he was I 
The duke of eſtryche in the caſtell 
With his hooſt was dyght full well 
Bycharde thought there to abyde 
The weder was hoteinſonier tyde 
At gaplarde vnder the caſtell 

He wende he myght haue keled hym well 
His helme he abbated chare 
And made his vyſage all bare 
A ſpve there was in the caſtell 
That eſpyed Bycharderyght well 
And toke an arblaſte l wythe ſtrange 
And a quarell that was well longe 
And (mote kynge Bycharde in tene 
In the heed without wene 


Auycharde let his helme downe fall 


And badde his men dyght them all 
And ſwoze by the ſee and the lonne 
Tyll the caſtell were J wonne 


Ne lholde neyther mete ne dꝛynke 
Neuer in to his body ſynke 

He let vp robynet that tyde 
Upon the caltelles [yde 
And on that other halfe the one 
He let vp the matgryſtone 
To the caſtell he thzewe ſtones 

And bꝛake the walles foz the nones 

And lo within a lytell cyde 

Ju tothe caſtell they gan ryde 

And llewe bekoze and behynde 
All tho that they myght ayenſt them fynde 
And euer was the quarell by the lede 
Stycked ſtyll in Bychardes hede 
And whanit was dzawen out | 
He dyed ſoone without doute | 
And he cõmaunded in all thynge 

To his fader men ſholde hym bꝛynge 
That they ne let foz nellhe ne harde 
(Tyll he were at the font euerarde 

At font euerarde wytterly 
His bones lye his fader by 
Nynge Harry fozſothe he hyght 
All englonde he helde to ryght 
Rynge Bycharde was a conquerour 
God gyue his loule moche honour 

No mote ol hym in englyſche is wꝛought 
But IJhelu that vs dere bought 
Graunte his loule reſt and ro 
And ours whan it cometh therto 
And that it may lo be 
Sape all amen foz charpte 


C Thus endeth the ſtoꝛy of the noble kynge Nye 


charde cuer de lyon. Enpꝛynted at London in ỹ 
Feteſtrece at the lygne ol the ſonne by Wynkyn 
de Woꝛde/pꝛynter vnto the mooſt excellent pꝛyn 
ceſſe my lady the kynges moder. In the pere of 


our loʒde god. M. CEC CC. ix. 


